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The  Bradys  and  the  Moonshiners ; 

OR, 

AWAY  DOWN  IN  TENNESSEE. 


BY  3STEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  BRADYS  COME  TO  TURTLETOWN. 

There  is  no  wilder  place  in  the  whole  world  than  the  lower 
end  of  McMinn  County,  Tennessee. 

Here  the  lower  peaks  of  the  great  Smoky  Mountains  sep¬ 
arate  Tennessee  from  North  Carolina. 

The  mountains  back  of  Turtletown  are  locally  known  as 
the  "Copper  Range.” 

For  many  years,  since  away,  back  "befo’  de  wah,”  these 
mountains  have  been  the  home  of  moonshiners. 

Dozens  of  secret  stills  are  worked  in  the  caves  and  the 
deep,  inaccessible  valleys  with  wdiich  they  abound. 

This  country  is  the  true  home  of  the  a cracker,”  as  these 
mountaineers  are  called. 

Here  dwell  the  women  who  "dip,”  or  rub  snuff  on  their 
gums. 

Here  also  live  the  "clay  eaters,”  and  other  queer  freaks. 

As  we  said  before,  up  in  the  Copper  Range,  back  of  Tur- 
tletown,  you  will  find  as  wild  a  country  and  as  queer  a  peo¬ 
ple  as  you  can  strike  anywhere  in  the  world. 

Late  one  day  last  fall,  when  the  Knoxville  express— so 
called  because  it  stops  at  every  station — pulled  up  at  Tur- 
tletown,  two  persons  of  rather  marked  appearance  got  out 
of  the  Pullman  car. 


One  was  a  tall,  elderly  man  dressed  in  a  closely  fitting 
blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  such  as  were  worn  back  in  the 
"40’s.” 

A  high  standmp  collar,  open  in  front,  and  a  broad- 
brimmed  white  felt  hat,  helped  to  make  his  general  appear¬ 
ance  more  peculiar. 

His  eyes  were  keen  and  piercing. 

As  he  glanced  about,  he  seemed  to  take  in  the  depot,  the 
Methodist  and  Baptist  churches,  the  jail,  Finney’s  saloon 
and  the  McMinn  House,  wdth  the  Tombs  block  beyond,  all 
at  one  sweep. 

His  companion  was  quite  a  different  person.  He  was  in 
appearance  as  much  "up-to-date”  as  the.  other  was  behind 
the  times. 

He  was  young,  fashionably  dressed  and  good  looking. 

He  paid  but  little  attention  to  anything,  seemingly;  yet, 
is  is  safe  to  say,  that  he  saw  it  all. 

"Here  we  are  at  last,  governor,”  he  remarked. 

"At  last  in  Turtletovm,  Harrv.” 

"Don’t  you  feel  tired  after  your  long  ride?” 

"Not  a  bit.” 

"Then  we  had  better  get  right  down  to  work.” 

"Yes;  we  have  accomplished  our  purpose  by  standing 
here,  I  think.” 

"I  should  say  so.  Everybody  is  staring  at  ns  ” 
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“Shall  we  make  a  move?” 

“Yes;  come.  We  will  make  a  strike  for  the  mayor.” 

The  two  strangers  crossed  the  broad  main  street  to  the 
Tombs  block. 

All  eyes  were  upon  them. 

From  the  tobacco  chewers,  who  were  holding  the  chairs 
down  in  front  of  the  McMinn  House,  to  the  old  darkey, 
whose  ramshackle  wagon,  loaded  with  chickens,  geese  and 

N 

turkeys,  everyone  knew  that  there  were  two  strangers  in 
town,  and  that  said  strangers  were  “Yankees,”  fresh  from 
the  “Norf.” 

“Can  you  direct  us  to  Mayor  Mutenhed’s  office?”  asked 
the  older  man  of  one  of  the  chair-holders  in  front  of  the 
hotel. 

*  * 

“It  is  in  the  Tombs  block,  second  floor,”  was  the  reply; 

“Rut  here  comes  the  mavor  now.” 

%/ 

A  tall,  portly  gentleman  had  just  emerged  from  the  main 
entrance  of  the  Tombs  block. 

He  came  to  with  heavy  tread  over  the  brick  walk  toward 

f 

the  hotel. 

The  old  man  saluted  him  with  a  bow  and  wave  of  the 
hand  as  he  drew  near. 

♦ 

It  did  seem  as  though  he  was  doing  everything  he  could 
to  make  himself  conspicuous  and  attract  attention  in  the 
place.  x 

“Is  this  Mayor  Mutenhead  ?’\’  he  asked,  in  a  loud  voice. 
“That  is  my  name,  sur,”  was  the  pompous  reply,  and 
he  added: 

“Who  have  I  the  pleasure  of  addressing?” 

“My  name  is  Brady.  I  am  Old  King  Brady,  the  detect¬ 
ive.  This  young  man  is  my  partner — Young  King  Brady. 
We  have  come  to  Turtletown  by  order  of  the  United  States 
marshal  to  hunt  out  the  moonshiners  in  the  “Copper 
Range.” 

All  this  was  said  in  a  voice  loud  enough  to  be  heard  at 
the  station  across  Main  street. 

“Ah,  indeed!”  replied  the  mayor,  more  pompously  than 
ever. 

“You  received  notice  of  our  coming,  I  presume?” 

“Yes,  sur.  The  marshal  notified  me  some  days  ago.” 

♦ 

“I  was  told  so.  Now,  your  Honor,  all  you  have  to  do  is 

to  tell  us  where  these  moonshiners  hold  out  and  we  will 

# 

arrest  them.  We  are  direct  from  New  York.  We  know  how 
this  sort  of  thing  is  done.” 

“Oh,  you  do,  do  you?”  drawled  the  mayor,  with  a  sneer. 
He  waved  his  hand  at  the  mountains  which  towered  be¬ 
hind  the  town. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  lie  said,  “thar’s  whar  the  moonshiners  hold 
out.  Thar’s  whar  they  work  I  heir  stills  what  their  fathers 


I  and  their  grandfathers  worked  before  them.  All  you  have 
to  do,  sur,  is  to  go  up  thar  and  git  ’em.  They  just  love 
Yankee  detectives.  If  you  whistle  they'll  come  right  out 
of  their  dens  and  jest  hold  up  their  hands.  Yes,  sur,*  you 
have  undertaken  the  easiest  kind  of  a  job.” 

Loud  laughing  from  the  chair-holders. 

Then  a  volley  of  tobacco  juice  from  a  dozen  mouths. 

Of  course,  none  of  it  was  aimed  at  the  detectives. 

It  was  certainly  strange  that  some  of  it  went  on  Old  King 
Brady’s  well-blacked  shoes,  and  Young  King  Brady  had  to 
dodge  to  keep  from  getting  his  dose,  too. 

The  detectives  did  not  seem  to  be  at  all  disturbed  by  this. 

Nor  did  Old  King  Brady  appear  to  observe  the  sarcasm 
in  the  mayor’s  remarks. 

“Yes,  I  think  we  will  make  short  work  of  them,”  he  re¬ 
plied.  “I  rather  expect  to  be  able  to  get  through  by  to-mor¬ 
row  night.”  \ 

“Yes,  sur,  replied  the  mayor,  “I  don’t  doubt  but  whati 
you  will.” 

“Have  you  a  good  jail  to  put  them  in  while  we  are  wait¬ 
ing  for  the  train?” 

“Yes,  sur;  thar’s  a  good  jail  here.” 

“How  many  moonshiners  are  there  in  the  mountains  at 
the  present  time?” 

“Well,  sur,  I  reckon  that  the  woods  are  full  of  ’em.  I’m 
not  one  myself,  so  I  never  had  a  chance  to  count  them  up, 
but  I  reckon  there  must  be  a  lot.” 

“It  might  take  us  longer,  then.  Well,  never  mind.  (  We 
purpose  to  start  in  with  Old  Bill  Beeswax’s  gang.” 

“  That’s  good.  He’s  the  toughest  of  ’em  ^all.  He  ships 
his  mountain  dew  all  over  the  State.” 

“So  I’ve  been  told.” 

i  , 

“Of  course,  he  will  give  right  up  soon’s  ever  he  hears 
the  Bradys  are  coming.” 

“We  expect  that.  We  have  the  name.” 

\  fc  A 

“And  he  will  never  try  to  hold  the  game  against  you. 
Old  Bill  will  come  right  down,  like  Davy  Crockett’s  coon, 
as  soon  as  he  knows  you  are  after  him.  Ha  !  ha  !” 

“Haw!  Haw!  Haw!”  roared  the  chair-holders  in  front 

% 

of  the  hotel. 

“You  Turtletonians  seem  to"be  a  jolly  crowd,”  remarked 
Old  King  Brady.  j 

“Well,  sur,  we  air,”  replied  the  mayor.  “We  love  a 
joke ;  ves,  we  do.” 

“This  is  no  joke,  however.” 

“Oh,  no,  certainly  not.” 

I  his  is  a  business  proposition.  We  moan  to  take  Old 
BiR.”  J| 

“Yes,  yes.  Of  course.” 
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“And  now,  your  Honor,  what  do  you  say  to  sampling 
this  mountain  dew?”  asked  the  detective. 

“Don't  mind  if  I  dew.” 

“Gentlemen,  will  you  join  us?”  Old  King  Brady  called 
out. 

The  chair-holders,  who  were  just  meditating  another 
bombardment  of  the  detectives’  boots,  dropped  their  chairs 
like  sc  many  hot  cakes. 

Upward  of  fifteen  filed  into  the  McMinn  House. 

Here  they  lined  up  at  the  bar  and  punished  the  whiskey. 

I 

It  was  new,  fiery  stuff  which,  in  all  probability,  had 
never  paid  toll  to  Uncle  Sam. 

Old  King  Brady  treated  twice. 

Then  the  detectives  went  in  to  dinner. 

The  chair-holders  scattered  about  town  to  spread  the 
news  of  their  arrival. 

The  mayor,  laughing  in  his  sleeves  at  the  “green  Yan¬ 
kees,”  went  about  his  business. 

Everybody  knew  that  the  Bradys  were  in  town. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  BRADYS  RUN  AWAY. 

/ 

For  a  wonder  there  were  small  tables  in  the  dining  room 
of  the  McMinn  House. 

The  Bradys  chose  one  apart  from  the  other  guests. 

Of  course,  the  dinner  consisted  of  fried  chicken  and 
“fixins.” 

Equally,  of  course,  there  were  sausages  and  buckwheat 
cakes. 

“This  chicken  is  fine,  governor,”  Young  King  Brady  re¬ 
marked,  as  he  tackled  a  leg. 

“Wait  till  you  have  eaten  it  for  breakfast,  dinner  and 
tea  for  a  couple  of  weeks,”  replied  the  old  detective,  dryly. 

“Are  we  up  against  that  sort  of  game?” 

“We  certainly  are.  Before  you  get  through  with  this 
job  you  will  never  want  to  see  fried  chicken  again.” 

“What  about  that  baked  clay  you  were  telling  me  about?” 

“Well,  we  don’t  get  that  at  the  hotel,  but  we  may  strike 
it  among  the  monshiners,  if  we  have  luck.” 

“You  jollied  the  mayor  in  fine  style,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Well,  he  thought  he  was  jollying  me.” 

Harry  chuckled. 

“I  suppose  everybody  in  town  knows  we  are  here  by 
this  time.” 

“Ever}’ body  in  town,”  said  the  old  detective,  lowering 
his  voice.  “I’d  like  to  make  you  a  bet  that  already  a  mes¬ 
senger  has  been  sent  post  haste  to  the  mountains  to  tell 
Old  Bill  Beeswax  that  we  are  here.” 


“I  don’t  doubt  it.” 

“No  question  but  he  knew  we  were  coming  a  week  ago.” 

“We  will  give  them  a  surprise  party  yet,  governor.” 

“Well,  I  rather  guess,  yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brad\, 
helping  himself  to  a  wing. 

After  dinner  the  Bradys  put  themselves  still  further  in 
evidence. 

They  had  two  great  trunks  brought  over  from  the  sta¬ 
tion  to  the  hotel. 

Actually  they  carried  inside  principally  stones. 

Retiring  to  their  room,  they  soon  reappeared  dressed  in 
flashy  hunting  costumes,  each  with  a  rifle  strapped  over 
their  shoulders  and  revolvers  stuck  in  their  belts. 

Next  thing  was  for  Harry  to  engage  a  team  to  take  them 
up  the  mountain. 

While  he  was  about  it,  Old  King  Brady  called  the  chair- 
holders  up  to  the  bar  again. 

Here  he  twice  treated  to  mountain  dew. 

“I  want  a  good  man  to  act  as  a  guide,”  Old  King  Brady 
called  out.  “I  want  a  man  who  knows  the  mountains,  one 
who  can  take  me  straight  to  Old  Bill  Beeswax’s  lair.” 

It  was  all  the  chair-holders  could  do  to  keep  from 
laughing.  ' 

Even  with  the  prospect  of  another  round  before  them 
some  had  to  turn  away  their  heads. 

“Wall,  I  reckon  ez  how  Colonel  Jack  Driver  is  about  the 
man  for  that  thar  job !”  a  voice  in  the  crowd  called  out. 

“Is  he  present,”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Yaas!  I’m  the  Kun’l,”  said  a  long-legged,  slab-sided 
fellow,  with  a  gray  goat’s  beard  reaching  half  way  to  his 
waist.  , 

“You’re  the  colonel?”  repeated  Old  King  Brady.  “Well, 
colonel,  will  you  undertake  the  job?” 

“Heow  much  is  there  in  it?” 

“A  ten  dollar  note.” 

i 

“Oh,  shucks !  You  don’t  know  ther  resk.” 

“You  won’t  have  to  do  any  fighting.  We’ll  attend  to 
that.” 

“What  erbout  being  dropped  by  a  bullet  afterward?” 

“Would  the  moonshiners  do  that  after  we  have  jailed 
them?”  - 

“Oh,  now,  come,  judge;  yew  don’t  seem  to  realize  the 
situation.  Dew  you  expect  to  bag  till  the  moonshiners  in 
ther  mountains  at  one  lick?” 

“Are  there  really  so  many?” 

“Slathers  on  ’em;  big  and  small  scattered  all  over  ther 
mountains.  Stranger,  yer  don’t  realize  ther  job  you’ve 
undertook.” 

“Well,  there  has  got  to  be  a  beginning  somewhere,”  said 

/ 
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Old  King  Brady,  placidly.  “I’ll  give  you  $25  to  take  me 
to  Old  Bill  Beeswax’s  hold-out.” 

“All  right;  hit’s  er  go,”  drawled  Colonel  Driver;  “but 
I’m  an  honest  man  myself,  an'  1  feel  hit  my  dooty  to  tell 
yer  that  yer  run  an  awful  resk.” 

Old  King  Brady  merely  laughed  at  this. 

Having  relieved  his  mind.  Colonel  Driver  said  no  more. 

Perhaps  the  threatening  glances  of  the  crowd  had  some¬ 
thing  to  do  with  it. 

Truth  told,  the  colonel  was  an  honest  man,  in  his  way. 
He  had  duly  warned  Old  King  Brady,  and  the  warning 
was  well  meant. 

“I  shan’t  forget  this  man,”  thought  the  detective.  “I 
may  have  use  for  him  later  on.” 

An  hour  later  they  started  up  the  mountain. 

The  team  which  Young  King  Brady  had  engaged  looked 
as  if  it  might  have  come  out  of  Noah’s  Ark. 

Old  King  Brady  sat  in  front  with  Colonel  Driver,  who 
handled  the  reins.  > 

As  there  was  only  the  one  seat  Young  King  Brady  had  to 
sit  in  the  back  on  the  floor  of  the  wagon  and  let  his  feet 
hang  down. 

The  road  up  the  mountain  was  a  terrible  one. 

It  was  a  mere'traii  over  a  mass  of  broken  rock  which  had 
fallen  down  from  the  precipices. 

Every  now  and  then  a  fallen  tree  would  be  encountered. 
Then  all  hands  had  to  get  out  and  lift  the  wagon  over. 

Such  growling  as  the  Bradys  put  out  at  this  you  never 
heard. 

“I  never  would  have  come  in  the  world  if  I  had  known 
Fd  have  to  go  through  with  any  such  business  as  this,”  Old 
King  Brady  exclaimed  when  the  first  tree  was  struck. 

“Why  don’t  they  have ‘decent  roads?”  sputtered  Young 
King  Brady  at  the  second. 

A  ripping  sound  was  heard  as  Harry  bent  down  to  get  his 
grip  on  the  wagon. 

“There!”  he  exclaimed.  “I’ve  burst  my  trousers  all 
down  the  back !” 

“You’ll  find  wuss  nor  that,  gentlemen,  afore  you  get  to 
Old  Bill  Beeswax’s  hold-out,”  Colonel  Driver  dryly  re¬ 
marked. 

“I  really  can’t  stand  it!”  grumbled  Old  King  Brady, 
when  they  struck  the  third  tree. 

“Bang!”  went.  Young  King  Brady’s  rifle  at  the  same 
moment. 

“Cep  whiz,  young  'un,  you'll  kill  some  one  on  us  ef  yer 
let  yer  gun  go  off  like  that!”  Colonel  Driver  cried. 

“Why,  really.  I  don’t  know  how  it  happened,”  said  Harry. 
“T1  le  fact  is,  Fin  not  used  to  firearms.” 


“Am  I  holding  my  gun  right?”  meekly  inquired  Old 
King  Brady. 

“Sufferin’  sinners!  Turn  the  muzzle  away  from  me!” 
yelled  the  colonel.  “You  must  be  crazy,  man!” 

When  they  got  to  the  top  of  the  first  rise  Colonel  Driver 
reined  in. 

i 

“What  are  we  stopping  for?”  Young  King  Brady  asked. 

-‘Waal,  thar’s  some  of  yer  friends  neow !”  drawled  the 
colonel. 

Four  men,  armed  with  long  double-barreled  shotguns, 
stood  on  top  of  a  lofty  ledge  of  rock  directly  ahead  of 
them. 

“Who  are  those  men?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady,  and 
his  voice  trembled  as  he  spoke. 

“Waal,  them  thar’s  four  of  Old  Bill  Beeswax’s  sons,” 
drawled  Colonel  Driver. 

“What  are  they  doing  there?” 

“Why,  expect  they  have  got  wind  of  our  coming,  cap¬ 
tain.” 

“Are — are  they  dangerous?  Would  they  shoot?” 

“Would  they?  Didn’t  I  warn  ye?” 

“Hello!”  shouted  one  of  the  men  on  the  rock.  “Who 
be  ve?  What  ver  want  hyar?” 

o 

“Oh,  Mr.  Brady,  let’s  get  out  of  this!”  Harry  gasped. 
“They  may  fire  down  at  us.” 

“Sh — shall  I  answer  him?”  panted  Old  King  Brady? 
“Would  it  be  safe” 

“Git  back  outer  this,  hyar !”  called  the  man  on  the  rock. 
“Ef  you  uns  is  goin’  ter  come  any  further  up  this  yere 
mountain,  yoirre  as  good  as  dead.” 

He  raised  the  old  double  barrel. 

The  report  woke  the  echo  for  miles  around. 

“Turn  the  horse  quick,  for  heaven’s  sake!”  cried  Old 
King  Brady. 

“I  don’t  want  any  more  of  this!"  exclaimed  Harry,  lying 
out  flat  and  putting  his  head  under  the  seat. 

"  Gee  whiz !  Keep  that  ar'  gun  of  yours  away  from  my 
shins  !”  Colonel  Driver  yelled. 

“  1 — I — want  to  go  back !”  cried  Harry.  “I’m  not  in  it !” 

“This  work  is  too  hot  for  an  old  man  like  me."  said 
Old  King  Brady.  “Take  us  back  to  Turtletown,  friend. 
I  shall  wire  the  marshal  that  lie  must  turn  the  job  over 
to  somebody  else!” 

Old  King  Brady  said  this  with  chattering  teeth. 

Vs 

I  hem  cussed  Yankee  cowards  !"  thought  Colonel  Driver. 
“I  knowed  blame  well  lieow  it  would  be." 

During  the  ride  down  the  mountain  the  detectives  showed 

their  fear  in  a  hundred  wavs. 
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\\  lien  at  last  they  drove  into  Turtletown  Old  King  Brady 
paid  the  $25  and  Harry  paid  for  the  team. 

They  hurried  to  their  room  and  changed  their  fancy 
hunting  suits  for  the  dress  in  which  they  had  first  appeared. 
Then  they  ordered  their  big  trunks  taken  to  the  station  and 
paid  double  price  for  that. 

Next  they  bought  tickets  for  New  York  and  remained  at 
the  station  waiting  for  the  train,  which  was  almost  due. 

Of  course,  the  story  of  their  adventures  had  spread  all 
over  Turtletown. 

i 

Quite  a  crowd  collected  at  the  station  to  see  the  Yankee 
detectives  go. 

Ever}Tbody  had  some  remark  to  make. 

Even  the  boys  took  a  hand  in  guying  the  Yankees. 

Old  King  Brady  seemed  to  take  it  all  in  sober  earnest. 

“I  had  no  idea  there  was  any  such  risk  in  this  business, 
or  I  should  never  have  come/’  he  said  again  and  again. 

“I  never  saw  such  terrible  roads  as  you  have  down  here  !” 
declared  Harry.  “I  just  ruined  my  new  hunting  suit,  which 
cost  me  fifty  dollars.” 

And  so  it  went. 

Just  before  train  time  Mayor  Mutenhed  appeared. 

“What’s  this  I  hear?”  he  exclaimed.  “You  are  not 
giving  up  already,  I  hope?” 

“Really,  your  Honor,  we  couldn’t  think  of  proceeding  in 
the  case,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“But  why?” 

“The  risk  is  entirely  too  great.  Why,  we  ran  against 
four  of  Old  Beeswax’s  sons,  and  one  of  them  actually 
shot  at  us.” 

i 

“Indeed!”  drawled  the  mayor.  “Well,  sur,  Old  Bill 
Beeswax  can  show  them  four  sons  and  go  you  eight  better, 
a  sound  dozen  in  all.  It  hain’t  a  healthy  country  up  thar 
for  detectives — no.” 

“Then  you  agree  with  us,  your  Honor?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady,  anxiously.  “You  think  we  are  doing  the  wise  thing 
in  getting  out  ?”  , 

“I  certainly  do,”  replied  the  mayor.  “I  shall  write  the 
marshal  that  you  did  your  best  and  that  I  see  no  hope  of 
success.” 

There  was  a  howl  of  laughter  at  this. 

Soon  the  train  came  crawling  in,  half  an  hour  late. 

The  big  trunks  were  tumbled  into  the  baggage  car,  and 
the  detectives  got  aboard  as  quick  as  possible. 

“Good  by,  old  bluecoat !”  somebody' yelled. 

“Three  cheers  for  the  old  back  number  and  the  dude 
detective !” 

Such  a  howling  and  yelling  was  never  heard  in  Turtle- 

town  before. 


It  was  cheers  and  groans,  hisses  and  cat-calls  until  the 
train  had  pulled  out. 


“All  the  way  to  New  York?”  he  remarked,  as  he 
punched  the  detectives’  tickets. 

“You  seem  to  have  a  powerful  lot  of  friends  down  here 
around  Turtletown,  gentlemen,”  he  went  on  to  say. 

Evidently  the  conductor  was  curious  to  know  what  the 
racket  at  the  station  was  all  about. 

He  got  no  information  from  the  Bradys,  however. 

Next  station  was  called  Eagle  Valley. 

There  were  no  houses  here  beside  the  station  buildings, 
the  village  being  situated  a  mile  back. 

The  Bradys  were  seated  in  the  last  car. 

Just  before  the  train  pulled  out  they  slipped  on  to  the 
rear  platform. 

“Where  are  them  two  Yorkers?”  demanded  the  conductor 
of  the  brakeman  wThen  he  came  into  the  last  car  again. 

The  brakeman  did  not  know. 

Nobody  knew. 

The  Bradys  had  slyly  dropped  off  from  the  train. 

The  station  master  did  not  ?see  them. 

It  was  now  dusk. 

V 

The  detectives  shot  into  the  woods  and  waited  until  the 
coast  was  clear. 

“So  much  for  that  bluff,  Harry,”  remarked  Old  King 
Brady. 

“It  worked  well,  governor,”  chuckled  Harry. 

“I  was  almost  afraid  we  were  overdoing  it  one  time.” 

“Not  a  bit  of  it.  They  swallowed  the  bait,  hook  and  all.” 

“Right  ybu  are.” 

“I  rather  think  now  that  we  have  undone  the  damage 
the  marshal  did  in  wiring  the  mayor  that  we  were  coming.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  three  cheers  for  the  Turfletonians,  and  now  let’s 
get  down  to  work.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

TWO  GENTLEMEN  FROM  AFRICA. 

Tf  the  Bradys  had  come  into  Turtletown  preceded  by  a 
brass  band  they  could  hardly  have  attracted  more  attention 
than  they  did. 

The  two  gentlemen  from  Africa,  who  appeared  at  the 
station  just  as  the  midnight  train  came  in,  attracted  no 
!  attention  at  all. 

J  The  station  master  and  the  telegraph  operator  and  the 
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few  other  persons  hanging  around  supposed  that  they  must 
have  got  off  the  train. 

Yet  no  one  saw  them  do  so. 

The  conductor  could  have  told  the  Turtletonians  that 
they  were  never  on  the  train. 

But  the  fact  was,  nobodv  bothered  their  head  about  the 
two  gentlemen  from  Africa. 

One  was  tall  and  old, \  and  the  other  young  and  short. 

Both  wore  blue  shirts  and  rough,  patched  clothes. 

They  inquired  at  the  station  for  the  cheapest  place  where 
it  would  be  possible  to  find  lodgings  for  the  night. 

They  sent  them  to  the  Winn  House,  a  resort  for  rail¬ 
road  hands  and  strays  of  any  kind. 

Here  they  tumbled  into  a  dirty  bed  together,  and  were 
seen  no  more  till  morning. 

On  the  register  the  old  man  signed  the  name,  John  Hays, 
and  the  young  one,  Dick  McCarthy. 

Added  to  the  signatures  was,'  “Johannesburg,  South  Af¬ 
rica.” 

From  this  far-distant  city  in  Boerland  these  two  gentle¬ 
men  from  Africa  claimed  to  have  come. 

Everybody  in  TurtletownVho  bothered  their  heads  about 
them  believed  it. 

They  hung  around  town  for  two  days  examining  the  rocks 
in  Turtle  Creek.  _  . 

They  chipped  off  bits  with  hammers  and  took  them  up 
to  the  Winn  House. 

One  or  two  specimens,  found  loose  in  the  creek,  were 
shown,  which  contained  free  gold.  The  result  was  just  what 
might  have  been  expected. 

Everybody  who  could  spare  the  time  was  down  in  Turtle 
Creek,  scraping  the  sand  and  pounding  the  rocks,  by  the 
third  day. 

Nobody  found  any  gold. 

Of  course,  the  two  gentlemen  from  Africa  were  the 
Bradys  in  disguise,  but  the  Turtletonians  never  dreamed  it. 

If  these  famous  detectives  are  able  to  fool  the  shrewdest 
crooks  in  the  United  States,  and  such  is  the  case,  what 
wonder  that  they  fooled  the  good  people  away  down  in  Ten¬ 
nessee  ? 


“Them  fellers  came  alJ  the  way  J’rom  Africa  a-gold  hunt¬ 
ing/’  Colonel  Driver  replied. 


“They  must  be  consarned  fools,"  replied  the  mayor.  “Do 
they  expect  to  find  gold  in  Turtle  Creek?” 

“Say,  squire,  you’ve  been  out  of  town,  and  hain't  heard 
the  news,”  drawled  Driver.  “They  did  find  it,  yes." 

“  Do  you  mean  it  ?” 

“Of  course  I  mean  it.  I  seed  it  myself.  You  see  it’s  this 
way.  They  met  some  gee - .  What  do  yer  call  them  fel¬ 

lers  what  go  round  a-crackin’  rocks  fer  a  livin?” 

“Stone  cutters?”  suggested  the  mayor. 

“No,  no  !  The  other  kind.” 

“Geologists.” 


“That’s  it.  Geehollergists.  Waal,  they  met  one  in  the 
Boer  Country,  and  he  telled  them  that  right  hyar  in 
turtle  Creek,  back  at  its  headwaters  on  Gander  Ridge,  he 
tuk  out  some  of  the  purtiest  gold  you  ever  see.” 


“You  don’t  mean  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Hold  on;  here  they  come.  I  must  look  into  this.  In¬ 
troduce  me  to  the  old  one.  He  looks  as  though  he  had  the 
most  sense.” 

Colonel  Driver,  having  introduced  himself  the  day  before, 
now  introduced  his  Honor,  the  Mayor. 

“Glad  to  meet  you,  sir,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  heartily. 
“I  hope  we  ain’t  intruding  here  in  town.  The  fact  is,  me 

0 

an’  my  young  partner  are  prospecting  for  gold.” 

“So  I  hear,”  said  the  mayor.  “What  makes  you  think 
there  is  gold  around  these  parts  ?” 

“Well,  sir,  we  have  spent  nine  years  in  South  Africa  and 
while  there  I  met  a  Professor  Watson,  a  geologist,  who  spoke 
of  this  region  to  me.  He  claimed  to  have  found  gold  at  a 
place  called  Gander  Ridge,  in  the  headwaters  of  Turtle 
Creek.” 

“Great  snakes!  Is  that  so?” 

“It  certainly  is.  You  see  we  were  in  sympathy  with  the 
Boers,  and  got  driven  out  of  the  Transvaal.” 

“Yes,  ves.” 

“So  we  thought  we  would  come  to  this  country.” 

“I  see.” 


“Who  are  those  fellows?”  Mayor  Mutenhed  asked  Col¬ 
onel  Driver  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day. 

The  Bradys  had  just  come  out  of  Izard’s  general  store 
on  the  main  street. 

Old  King  Brady  had  a  bag  of  provisions  slung  over  his 
back  and  carried  a  new  spade.- 

Young  King  Brady  had  a  couple  of  tin  pans  and  a  folded- 
up  tent,  which  Izard  had  made  up  for  them;  also  a  pick¬ 
axe  and  a  drill. 


“Our  first  idea  was  to  go  to  California,  but,  as  money  was 
kinder  short,  we  talked  it  over  and  concluded  to  trv  our 
luck  here,  and,  from  what  T  have  seen  already.  1  believe  we 
shall  succeed.  This  is  my  partner,  your  Honor.  Dick  Mc¬ 
Carthy  is  his  name,  as  white  a  bov  as  e\'cr  stepped." 

“Don  t  flatter  me,  Mr.  Hays,"  said  Young  King  Brady, 
in  a  voice  as  cleverly  disguised  as  that  of  his  great  chief. 

Mayor  Mutenhead  never  dreamed  that  he  was  talkiug  to 
the  Bradvs. 
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Colonel  Driver  was  equally  deceived. 

“Why,  1  own  Gander  Ridge!"  cried  the  mayor,  greatly 

excited. 

“Indeed,  sir/’  replied  “Mr.  Hays.”  “Then  perhaps  you 
will  object  to  our  prospecting  there.  I  had.  an  idea  it  was 
public  land.” 

“Not  at  all.  I  shan’t  object  at  all,”  cried  the  mayor. 
“In  fact,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  have  you  do  so,  providing 
of  course,  that  you  respect  my  rights  in  case  anything  of 
value  is  found.” 

“Certainly,  sir,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  respectfully. 
“We  will  take  nothing  away  without  your  consent.  The 
fact  is,  we  have  good  friends  in  Cincinnati.  Men  of  large 
means.  In  case  we  strike  gold  in  pa}dng  quantities  we  shall 
be  prepared  to  introduce  capital  and  start  mining  on  a  large 
scale.” 

“Bless  my  heart !"  cried  the  mayor.  “What  a  boom  that 
would  be  for  this,  town  !” 

“Yes,  sir,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “You,  as  owner  of 
the  land,  would  have  to  be  bought  out,  of  course  unless,  in¬ 
deed,  you  would  like  to  enter  the  company  on  the  ground 
floor.” 

“It  can  be  arranged,”  said  the  mayor,  hastily.  “I  have 
no  doubt  it  can  be  arranged  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties 
concerned.” 

“That  is  very  satisfactory.” 

“I  desire  to  make  it  so.” 

I 

“Then  we  have  your  permission  to  go  ahead?” 

“My  free  permission.  Do  you  start  to-day?” 

“Such  was  our  intention.”  iv, 

“Probably  I  shall  ride  up  the  mountain  and  see  you  m 
the  course  of  a  day  or  so.” 

“We  shall  be  pleased  to  see  you.  We  will  show  you  how 
they  prospect  in  South  Africa.” 

v 

“Say,”  drawled  Colonel  Driver,  'haven't  you  got  some 
of  them  speciments  what  you  found  in  Turtle  Creek?” 

“Sure,”  said  Mr.  Hays. 

He  produced  them. 

“These  are  only  leaders,  so  to  speak,”  he  said.  “Our 
theory  is  they  were  worked  down  the  creek  from  the  ridge.” 

The  specimens  were  little  pieces  of  white  quartz  to  which 
a  trifle  of  gold  adhered. 

The  mayor  was  immensely  taken  with  them. 

After  some  further  talk  the  two  gentlemen  from  Africa 
started  up  the  mountain  road. 

“Well,  everything  is  working  all  right,  governor,”  re¬ 
marked  Harry  once  they  were  clear  of  the  town. 

“The  rna  or  is  a  bigger  fool  than  I  thought  he  was,”  re- 


:  plied  Old  King  Brady.  “No  trouble  at  all  in  hoodwink- 
*  ing  him.” 

“We  shall  have  the  whole  town  up  there  in  a  day  or  two.” 

“Sure.  But  they  will  soon  get  tired  of  hanging  around.” 

“1  look  for  plenty  of  hard  work  the  next  few  days.” 

“You  are  right.  We  shall  have  to  keep  down  to  it  until 
we  can  gain  the  confidence  of  some  of  the  moonshiners.” 

“If  they  suspect  us  we  are  lost.” 

“Lost  nothing.  They  are  but  an  ignorant  lot.  They 
must  not  suspect.” 

“You  will  not  attempt  to  arrest  them  off-hand?” 

“It  would  be  mere  madness.  Think  of  arresting  the 
twelve  sons  of  Old  Beeswax !  No,  no !  Our  orders  are  to 
clean  out  this  gang  and  destroy  their  stills.  Mark  my 
words,  we  shall  succeed.” 

“Of  course,  in  the  end.” 

“It  will  take  time.” 

“It  certainly  will.  I  consider  that  we  are  in  for  a  month’s 
job.” 

“Do  you  think  that  Mayor  Mutenhed  is  in  with  the 
moonshiners  ?” 

“I  wouldn't  say  that  as  yet.  Still  it  would  not  surprise 
me.” 

“It  is  a  fact  that  a  great  deal  of  whiskey  is  shipped  from 
Turtletown  and  Eagle  Valley  over  the  railroad;” 

“There  is  no  doubt  of  it.  The  amount  of  vinegar  car¬ 
ried  from  those  places  by  the  railroad  to  Knoxville  proves 
it.” 

“The  moonshiners  must  stand  in  with  the  railroad  peo¬ 
ple.”  ,  .  t 

“Put  it  the  other  wav,  .and  you  will  hit  it.” 

“As  I  understand  it  we  are  to  have  an  extra  reward  if  we 
,  can  trace  it  home  to  the  railroad  men.” 

“ That’s  it.” 

The  detectives  continued  to  talk  as  they  toiled  up  the 
mountain  side. 

No  growling  at  the  roughness  of  the  road  this  time. 

The  Bradys  were  prepared  to  take  whatever  came. 

The  moonshiners  had  not  been  given  the  tip  to  meet  the 
detectives. 

None  of  the  twelve  sons  of  Old  Bill  Beeswax  appeared  on 
guard  when  they  reached  the  ledge. 

“We  had  better  halt  here  and  make  sure  there  is  no 
ambush,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

They  sat  down  on  a  rock  enjoying  the  wonderful  view. 
No  scenery  in  the  world  is  more  beautiful  than  that  of 
east  Tennessee. 

The  Bradys  could  see  for  fifty  miles  and  more. 
Turtletown  lay  at  their  feet,  looking  like  a  toy  village. 
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Eagle  Valley  seemed  far  enough  away  when  the  Bradys 
tramped  over  to  Turtletown  in  the  dark.  Now  the  one 
place  looked  to  be  hut  a  stone’s  throw  from  the  other. 
Such  was  the  view  in  the  valley  in  front  of  them. 

Behind  lay  a  vast  wilderness. 

Peak  rose  upon  peak. 


The  Smoky  Mountains,  well  named  from  the  haze  which 
always  hangs  over  them,  stretched  away  to  the  northeast  as 
far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 

Harry  was  wondering  how  many  moonshiners’  stills  they 
sheltered. 

Old  King  Brady  sat  with  his  eyes  closed,  apparently  half 
asleep,  until  all  at  once  he  nudged  Harry  slightly  with  his 
foot. 


“Hist!”  he  whispered.  “Someone  coming.  Don’t  make 
a  move.  Keep  on  talking  about  the  view.” 

Young  King  Brady  did  just  as  he  was  told. 

Old  King  Brady  never  turned  his  head. 

Yet  he  knew  that  someone  was  behind  him. 

The  old  detective’s  ears  were  wonderfully  sharp. 

These  moonshiners  on  Copper  Mountain  had  killed  many 
a  detective. 

One  United  States  marshal,  who  started  into 'the  fast¬ 
nesses  of  the  Copper  Range  with  a  force  of  ten  armed  men 
behind  him,  was  never  heard  of  afterward. 

He  and  his  men  seemed  to  utterly  vanish  off  the  face  of 

«/ 

the  earth. 


As  five  }7ears  had  passed  since  this  happened  it  was  safe 
to  sav  that  all  hands  had  been  murdered  by  the  Beeswax 
gang. 


Mayor  Mutenhed  fondly  fancied  that  the  Bradys  knew 
nothing  of  these  things. 

Never  was  a  man  more  thoroughly  mistaken.  The 
Bradys  knew  it  all. 

They  had  spent  a  month  studying  the  situation. 

Mayor  Mutenhead  little  imagined  that  an  old  pack- 
peddler  seen  around  Turtletown  and  Eagle  Valley  weeks 
before,  was  Old  King  Brady  in  disguise. 

Oh,  yes,  the  Bradys  knew  their  business.  * 

A  large  reward  awaited  them  in  case  of  success. 

The  Bradys  meant  to  succeed.  In  fact,  they  knew  no 
such  word  as  fail. 


While  Harry  was  talking,  Old  King  Brady  slyly  produced 
a  little  looking  glass.  This  gave  him  an  excellent  view  of 
what  was  going  on  behind  him. 

Directly  back  of  where  they  sat  was  the  big  rock  upon 
which  the  Beeswax  brothers  had  appeared. 

Behind  the  ledge  the  mountain  sloped  back  to  another 
ridge. 

At  the  right  of  the  ledge  ran  the  road. 

Here  there  was  a  thick  growth  of  bushes. 

Old  King  Brady  kept  twisting  the  looking  glass  until  he 
caught  the  reflection  of  those  bushes. 

This  was  what  he  wanted. 

The  detective  had  heard  the  rustling. 

He  expected  to  see  the  reflection  of  a  cracker  or  two  peer¬ 
ing  out  at  him. 


“Beside  the  crackers  he  expected  to  see  long  double-bar¬ 
reled  shotguns. 

To  his  surprise,  he  saw  at  the  parting  of  the  bushes  only 
the  face  of  a  young  and  very  pretty  girl. 

She  was  bareheaded  and  plainly  dressed  in  cracker  cos¬ 
tume. 

This  consisted  of  an  old  calico  dress,  belted  at  the  waist ; 
no  hat,  no  stockings,  no  shoes. 

“Rabbits!”  cried  Old  King  Brady,  suddenly  springing  to 
his  feet.  “I  hear  them  in  the  bushes !” 

The  girl’s  face  instantly  vanished. 

There  was  a  rustling  in  the  bushes  for  one  moment,  and 
then  all  was  still. 

“They  are  on  to  us,  boy  !”  breathed  Old  King  Brady.  “In 
a  few  minutes  from  now  the  Beeswax  family  will  know  that 
there  are  strangers  on  the  mountain.  We  have  to  get  right 
down  to  our  gold  hunting  or  they  will  be  hunting  us.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HARRY  SEES  A  STRANGE  BLACK  BEAST. 

I 

The  Bradys  pushed  on  up  the  mountain  until  they  came 
to  Gander  Ridge. 

Old  King  Brady  knew  perfectly  well  where  this  was  lo¬ 
cated. 

During  his  visit  in  McMinn  County  as  a  pack-peddler,  he 
had  informed  himself  on  all  these  points. 

o 

Gander  Ridge  was  in  the  very  wildest  part  of  the  moun¬ 
tains.  It  was  at  least  three  thousand  feet  above  the  level. 

Its  width  was,  perhaps,  two  thousand  feet. 

Here  the  land  was  densely  wooded  and  comparatively 
level. 

I  .  ^ 

Gander  Ridge  stretched  along  the  side  of  the  mountain 
for  as  much  as  ten  miles.  Behind  it  was  the  final  rise  of 
a  thousand  feet  to  the  summit  of  the  Copper  range. 

Here,  on  Gander  Ridge,  Turtle  Creek  bad  its  beginning 
in  a  small  pond,  fed  by  several  tiny  mountain  streams. 

The  Bradys  pitched  their  tent  on  the  shore  of  the  pond. 

Here  they  spent  the  night  undisturbed,  taking  turns  on 
the  watch. 

That  the  moonshiners  knew  they  were  there,  Old  King 
Brady  never  doubted. 

Gold  is  a  great  bait. 

Old  King  Brady  make  no  mistake  in  choosing  the  part 
they  were  now  playing. 

He  felt  sure  that  the  Beeswax  family  would  let  them 
work  on  undisturbed  so  long  as  they  minded  their  own  busi¬ 
ness. 

He  was  equally  sure  that  if  they  should  by  any  rare 
chance  be  lucky  enough  to  find  gold,  the  family  would  In¬ 
to  rob  and  murder  them  in  the  end. 

Next  morning  the  Bradys  went  right  to  work  panning- 
in  the  creek. 

ITarry,  with  his  shoes  and  stockings  off  and  bis  troitM  n 
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rolled  up,  stood  in  the  water  scooping  up  the  sand  and 
gravel. 

Old  King  Brady  did  the  panning.  He  did  it  carefully, 

too. 

It  was  not  at  all  improbable  that  gold  might  be  found 
here.  Millions  of  dollars  in  the  precious  metal  have  been 
taken  out  of  the  sands  of  North  Carolina  and  northern 
Georgia.  — 

There  was  no  reason  why  it  should  not  be  found  in  Ten¬ 
nessee. 

Along  about  ten  o’clock  Harry  thought  they  had  struck 
it.  "  ' 

Old  King  Brady  washed  out  a  pan  of  dirt,  in  which  a 
great  number  of  small  yellow  cubes  were  left  behind. 

“Eureka !”  cried  Harry.  “By  gracious,  we  have?  got  it.” 

“Who  says  so?”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 

“Don’t  you  see  it?” 

“See  what?” 

“The  gold,  to  be  sure.” 

“Where?” 

“Why,  in  the  pan.” 

“I  see  no  gold.” 

“What  is  that  yellow  stuff,  then?” 

“I  see  no  yellow  stuff.” 

“You  are  drawing  it  fine,  governor.” 

“If  you  had  done  as  much  mining  as  I  have,  my  boy, 
you  would  have  learned  bv  this  time  to  draw  it  fine.” 

“I  know  you  have  washed  gold  in  California,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Yes,  and  in  Peru  and  other  places.” 

“Then  that  is  not  gold?” 

“No;  gold  is  yellow.  Those  cubes  of  metal  are  not  yel¬ 
low;  they  are  a  whitish  green.” 

“But  what  are  they?” 

“Iron  and  sulphur.  Iron  pyrites  is  the  common  name. 
Some  people  call  it  Tool’s  gold.’  ” 

“Then  I’m  a  fool.” 

“Nonsense!  It  will  do  to  fool  the  natives  with,  and 
that’s  what  we  want.  I  regard  this  as  a  lucky  find.” 

“There  is  a  lot  more  of  it  here.” 

“So  I  see.  Dig  a  lot  out.  I’ll  pile  it  up  on  the  bank  and 
make  a  show.” 

The  Bradys  worked  industriously  until  nearly  noon. 

Harry  had  struck  a  big  bed  of  the  pyrites. 

Usually  this  substance  occurs  in  quartz  rock. 

Occasionally,  when  the  rock  is  of  a  soft,  disintegrated 
nature,  it  get  broken  up  by  the  action  of  the  weather.  Such 
was  the  case  here. 

A  .great  quantity  of  the  fool’s  gold  had  collected  in  the 
bed  of  the  creek. 

The  detectives  worked  a  lot  of  it  out  and  spread  it  upon 
a  strip  of  canvas.  It  made  a  great  showing. 

An  ignorant  person  might  readily  be  deceived  into  be¬ 
lieving  that  it  was  actually  gold. 

“By  thunder!  This  is  hard  work!”  exclaimed  Harry, 
leaning  on  his  spade. 

“You  bet  it  is  hard  work,”  grunted  Old  King  Bradv. 
“Mv  back  is  nearly  broken  bending  over  this  infernal  pan.” 

“ITow  much  longer  do  we  have  to  keep  it  up?” 


“We  will  knock  off  now.  I  have  been  looking  for  visitors 
all  the  morning,  but  they  don’t  seem  to  come.” 

“By  Jove,  I  think  someone  is  coming  now.  Look  up  the 
pond.” 

It  was  so,  sure  enough. 

A  long-legged  cracker  was  approaching. 

He  was  a  young  man,  wearing  blue  jean  trousers  and  a. 
shirt  so  dirty  that  it  would  have  been  hard  to  say  what  its 
color  originally  was. 

A  double-barreled  shotgun  was  slung  across  his  back. 
In  one  hand  he  carried  two  live  chickens  by  the  legs;  in 
the  other  a  basket.  His  face  was  thin  and  sunken,  his  eyes 
wore  a  vacant  stare. 

He  was  a  perfect  specimen  of  the  crackers  of  these  moun¬ 
tain  regions. 

“A  moonshiner,  and  probably  one  of  the  Beeswax  fam¬ 
ily,”  muttered  the  old  detective.  “He  has  come  to  spy  out 
the  land.” 

The  cracker  advanced  to  within  a  dozen  yards  of  the 
detectives  and  there  paused. 

“Howdy !”  he  called  out  at  last  when  the  Bradys  merely 
nodded  and  went  on  with  their  work. 

“How  are  you,  neighbor,”  replied  Harry. 

“Waal,  I  reckon  I  hain’t  your  neighbor,  none,”  drawled 
the  cracker.  “You  don’t  belong  in  these  yere  parts;  none 
to  speak  of — no.” 

“Glad  to  see  you,  anyhow,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Come 
along,  don’t  be  afraid.” 

“Erfraid!  Say,  it’s  you  uns  who  orter  be  afraid.” 

“What  is  there  to  be  afraid  of?  Bears?” 

“Bears!  Haw!  haw!  haw!  Oh,  yaas,  bears !  Say,  dew 
yer  want  ter  buy  a  couple  of  roosters  an’  some  eggs  ?” 

“Why,  yes ;  we  do.  What’s  your  price  ?” 

“  You  kin  hev  the  lot  fer  five  dollars.” 

“Oh,  come,  now;  we  are  no  millionaires.  We  are  only 
a  couple  of  poor  fellows  trying  to  work  around  the  best  we 
can.” 

“Make  it  three.” 

“That’s  better.  Here’s  your  money.  Come  along  with 
the  goods.” 

The  cracker  approached  with  a  great  deal  of  caution. 

He  sat  down  the  basket  of  eggs  and  laid  the  roosters  be¬ 
side  them,  with  their  legs  tied. 

“You  want  to  kill  those  birds  for  us  and  pick  off  the 
feathers,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Thet  hain’t  in  the  bargain.  ” 

“It’§  my  bargain.” 

“What  dew  I  git  for  er-doin’  on  hit?” 

“Not  a  cent.” 

“Huh!  That  don’t  suit,” 

“Then  take  away  your  eggs  and  your  roosters,  my  lad. 
You  can’t  sell  them  here.” 

“Waal,  I  s’pose  I  shall  hev  ter  dew  hit  to  erblige,”  grum¬ 
bled  the  cracker. 

He  whipped  out  a  large  knife  and  severed  the  heads  of 
the  fowls,  each  with  a  single  blow. 

Squatting  on  the  ground  he  began  to  dry  pick  them  with 
great  rapidity,  talking  as  he  worked. 
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“Is  that  ur'  gold?”  he  asked,  pointing  to  the  pyrites  on 

the  canvas. 

• 

“There  is  gold  in  it,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  which 
was  true. 

‘Sho’,  1  never  knowed  that.” 

“  Yes.” 

“Dew  you  know  heow  ter  git  hit  out?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tell  a  feller.” 

“Perhaps  I  might,  bye  and  bye,  when  I  come  to  know  you 
better.  What’s  your  name?” 

“Zeke.” 

“Zeke  what?”  •  ' 

“Waal,  I  reckon  it’s  Zeke  Beeswax — that’s  my  name.” 
Here,  then,  was  one  of  the  moonshiners. 

The-  answer  was  made  defiantly. 

Zeke’s  little  eyes  were  fixed  keenly  upon  the  detectives. 
They  could  read  nothing  in  the  Brady’s  faces,  however.*- 
The  detectives  went  on  with  their  work. 

“What’s  your  name?”  asked  Zeke,  after  a  little. 

“John  Hays.” 

“An’  the  other  feller?” 

“Dick  McCarthy.” 

“I  heard  say  you  tew  know  all  abeout  digging  gold.” 
“Who  told  you?” 

“Oh,  I  heard  it  down  tew  Turtletown.  Is  that  right?” 
“I  guess  it  is.” 

“Will  yer  learn  me?” 

“You  can  come  here  and  Watch  us  as  often  as  you  please.” 
“Waal,  I  reckon  I  kin  go  whar  I  hey  a  mind  ter  on  these 
yere  mountains.” 

“Of  course.”  '  i 

“Whar  did  yew  learn  it  all?” 

“In  Africa.” 

“In  Africa?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  State  is  that  in?” 

“It  isn’t  in  the  States  at  all.” 

“Not  in  the  States?” 

“No.” 

“Waal,  whar  is  it,  then?” 

“It’s  on  the  other  side  of  the  world,  across  the  ocean.” 
“Ocean!  What’s  that?” 

“Don’t  you  know  what  the  ocean  is?” 

“Waal,  neow,  I  never  heard  tell  of  it  afore.” 

“It’s  a  big  pond.” 

“Oh!” 

“Africa  is  on  the  other  side  of  it.  That’s  where  the  nig¬ 
gers  come  from.” 

“  Durn  ther  niggers  !  The  heft  of  ’em  comes  from  Georgy 
and  South  Ca’liny.  Yer  can't  fool  me  like  that.” 

And  so  it  went  on. 

Zeke’s  ignorance  was  simply  amazing.’ 

Old  King  Bradv,  who  had  seen  much  of  these  strange 
people  before,  was  not  surprised. 

Harry  could  hardly  believe  it. 

At  last  the  roosters  were  picked  and  Zeke  got  his  money.  1 


Old  King  Brady  also  presented  him  with  a  handful  >f 
the  fool's  gold. 

This  tickled  him  immensely. 

“I’ll  come  ergain  termorrow  an’  bring  a  couple  of  me 
brothers,”  he  said,  as  he  moved  away. 

“Follow  him,  Harry,”  whispered  Old  King  Brady,  as 
Zeke  disappeared  in  the  woods  beyond  the  pond. 

This  was  dangerous  work. 

Young  King  Brady  was  quite  equal  to  it,  however. 

In  his  bare  feet  Harry  could  have  trailed  an  Indian,  his 
step  was  so  light.  Moreover  he  was  not  a  bit  afraid. 

In  the  woods  he  dodged  from  tree  to  tree.  Several  times 
Zeke  looked  back,  but  he  never  saw  Y'oung  King  Brady. 

Harry  trailed  him  for  at  least  a  mile. 

The  only  thing  lie  feared  was  that  he  might  step  on  a 
rattlesnake  or  a  copperhead  with  his  bare  feet. 

At  last  he  came  to  a  place  where  the  woods  were  so 
thick  that  he  began  to  fear  he  would  never  be  able  to  find 
his  way  back  to  the  camp. 

He  could  hear  a  movement  among  the  trees  ahead  of  him, 
but  for  some  moments  he  had  seen  nothing  of  Zeke. 

He  could  also  hear  the  sound  of  running  water.  He 
judged  that  he  must  be  near  some  stream  rushing  over 
rocks. 

i 

Creeping  on  he  came  at  last  to  an  opening  among  the 
trees.  Directly  ahead  of  him  was  a  charming  little  water¬ 
fall,  which  came  tumbling  down  over  a  series  of  rocky 
shelves  through  a  narrow  gorge. 

Harry  was  up  against  the  last  rise  of  the  mountain. 

Tremendous  precipices  towered  above  him. 

He  saw  that  a  dozen  men  well  armed  could  hold  the 
place  against  a  regiment.  Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard 
but  the  tumbling  of  the  water  over  the  rocks. 

Zeke  had  vanished. 

Young  King  Brady  felt  that  he  had  reached  the  end  of 
his  rope. 

He  was  just  about  to  turn  away  when  a  slight  sound  at 
the  foot  of  the  falls,  where  there  was  a  deep  pool,  attracted 
his  attention. 

Harry  drew  nearer. 

His  foot  stepped  on  a  rotten  stick,  which  broke  with  a 
loud  snap. 

Instantly  a  wild  cry  echoed  among  the  towering  rocks. 

It  was  half  animal,  half  human. 

Then  Young  King  Brady  saw  a  strange  black  beast  rise 
out  of  the  pool. 


At  first  he  thought  it  really  was  a  beast. 

Then  he  saw  that  it  was  a  dwarfish,  misshapen  negro. 
The  figure  was  entirely  naked. 


It  had  a  huge  head,  a  twisted  back  and  legs  and  arms 
as  long  as  an  ourang-outang’s. 

For  an  instant,  the  thing  turned  its  horribly  scarred  and 
disfigured  face  at  Harry. 

Its  jaws  snapped  like  an  animal  s,  and  another  wild  cry 
escaped  it. 


Then  it  began  springing  up  the  falls,  using  its  arm,  and 
hands  as  much  as  its  feet. 
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On  it  went,  leaping  from  shelf  to  shelf  until  it  had  dis¬ 
appeared  in  the  darkness  of  the  gorge. 


CHAPTER  V. 

YOUNG  KING  BRADY  SPOTS  THE  SECRET  STILL. 

“I  hope  }Tou  don’t  think  I  left  anything  undone,  gov¬ 
ernor,”  asked  Young  King  Brady  after  he  made  his  report 
to  his  chief. 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “In  coming  back  to 
camp  you  did  the  right  thing. ” 

“I  could  never  have  followed  that  black  beast-up  over  the 
falls.” 

“You  would  have  been  shot  to  a  dead  certainty.” 

“Yet  Zeke  must  have  done  it.” 

/ 

“Zeke  knows  his  business.  YY>u  are  sure  he  did  not  see 
you?” 

“'Positive.” 

“Probably  your  black  beast  will  duly  report.” 

“But  fancy  such  a  creature.  Can  it  have  been  human?” 

“Undoubtedly.  Some  poor,  deformed  nigger,  beaten  into 
the  shape  you  saw  him,  like  enough.” 

“But  why  was  he  naked?” 

“Harry,  you  surprise  me.  Would  he  have  gone  into  the 
water  with  his  clothes  on?” 

“That’s  all  right,  governor,  but  I  wish  you  could  have 
seen  him.  I  believe  now  he-was  more  than  half  beast.” 

While  the  Bradys  were  thus  discussing  the  situation, 
loud  shouts  were  heard  further  down  the  creek.  It  proved 
to  be  Mayor  Mutenhead  and  Colonel  Driver  come  up  to 
see  how  the  gold  prospecting  was  getting  on. 

The  Bradys  greeted  themr-cordiMly. 

The  fool’s  gold  was  exhibited. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  claim  to  the  mayor  that  this 
was  the  real  stuff.  * 

He  told  him  the  truth,  that  where  pyrites  is  found  in 
such  quantities,  gold  is  pretty  sure  to  be  nearby. 

Mayor  Mutenhed  was  deeply  interested. 

He  washed  out  several  pans  himself. 

Meanwdiile  Harry  clapped  the  roosters  into  the  pot  and 
by  the  time  the  mayor  got  through  talking  gold,  he  had 
a  good  dinner  ready. 

“The  only  thing  we  want  is  whiskey,”  said  Old  King 
Bradv.  “I  regret  to  say  that  ours  is  all  gone.” 

“Waal,  we  started  out  with  a  fair  supply,”  said  the 
mayor;  “but  somehow  or  other,  Jack  and  I  managed  to 
get  away  with  it  all.” 

“It’s  too  bad,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I’d  like  to  treat 
you  gentlemen.  We  shall  have  to  wait  until  I  catch  you  in 
Turtletown,  I  guess.” 

“We  ought  to  have  some  to  wind  up  with,  anyway,”  said 
the  mayor.  “What  do  you  say,  Jack?” 

“That’s  go-pel  trewth,  squire.” 

“I  reckon  we  can  fix  it.” 


“How  do  you  mean?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  innocently. 

“Oh,  leave  it  to  Jack,”  laughed  the  mayor.  “We’ll  pun¬ 
ish  them  thar  fowls  fust.” 

Fowls  and  eggs  made  a  good  dinner,  but  the  mayor  and 
the  Colonel  allowed  that  water  was  poor  stuff  to  wash  them 
down  with. 

After  dinner  pipes  were  lit,  and,  while  the  miners  and 
the  mayor  lay  off  on  the  grass  smoking  and  chatting, 
Colonel  Driver  disappeared. 

Old  King  Brady  talked  gold  steadily.  He  seemed  to 
have  forgotten  all  about  the  whiskey. 

“By  the  way,  your  Honor,”  he  said  at  last,  “we  struck 
another  spot  last  evening  which  looked  even  more  promising 
than  this.” 

“Ah !  Where  was  that?”  asked  the  mayor. 

“Back  here  on  the  ridge  at  the  foot  of  a  beautiful  little 
waterfall.” 

“Yes?” 

“You  know  it?” 

“Oh,  yes.” 

“You  know  the  mountains  pretty  well,  I  fancy?” 

“No  one  better.  I  was  born  and  raised  hyar,  sur.  This 
land  has  been  in  my  family  for  a  hundred  years.” 

“Can  you  ascend  the  falls  at  that  point?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady. 

“Y^s;  but  I  wouldn’t  advise  you  to  try  it.” 

“Why  so?” 

“Because  it's  dangerous  up  thar,  sur.  Rattlers  and  cop¬ 
perheads  are  thicker  than  spotters.  It’s  a  tumble  rough 
place.  Then  thar’s  the  bars.” 

“And  there  may  be  gold  on  the  top  of  the  ridge.  Yrou 
want  to  get  at  the  head  of  the  water  if  you  expect  to  find 
the  source  of  the  gold  which  is  washed  down.” 

The  mayor  seemed  to  be  greatly  impressed. 

“What  you  say  is,  no  doubt,  right,”  he  remarked,  after 
a  little.  “I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do.” 

“Well.” 

“Day  after  to-morrow  I’ll  come  here  with  a  man  who 
knows  that  region  thoroughly;  better  than  I  do,  men.  He 
shall  guide  us  to  the  top  of  the  mountain.  How  will  that 
suit?” 

“First  class.  Meantime,  we  can  keep  working  here.  Is 
there  no  other  way  of  getting  up,  except  over  the  falls  ?” 

“No  other  way,  unless  you  skirt  the  ledge.” 

“How  far  would  you  have  to  go?” 

“Waal,  sur,  it’s  twenty  mile  to  ther  north  and  fifteen  to 
ther  south  before  you  strike  another  break.” 

“It  wouldn’t  pay  to  try  that.” 

“Not  at  all.  I’ll  fix  it  for  you,  Mr.  Hays.  Just  wait.” 

Soon  after,  Colonel  Driver  suddenly  reappeared.  He  car¬ 
ried  in.  his  hand  a  stone  jug. 

“Here’s  your  mountain  dew,  fresh  from  the  still!”  he 
cried,  thickly.  “The  real  thing.  The  trew  old  Beeswax 
brand  !” 

“Shut  up,  you  gosh  hanged  fool!”  roared  the  mayor. 
“Say,  you’ve  been  sampling  that  ar’  jug.  1  reckon  thar 
hain’t.  much  left  into  it — no !” 

It  wasn’t  full  by  any  means,  but  was  quite  enough  to 
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make  Mayor  Mutenhed  good  and  jolly,  and  to  put  Colonel 
Driver  to  sleep. 

The  Bradys  managed  to  dispose  of  their  share  without 
throwing  the  fiery  fluid  down  their  throats. 

Toward  night,  Colonel  Driver  woke  up  and  he  and  the 
mayor  started  down  the  mountain,  well  satisfied  that  the 
two  gentlemen  from  Africa  were  just  the  finest  fellows 
they  had  ever  met. 

A  little  later  Zeke  appeared  again,  bringing  with  him 
two  other  crackers.  The  three  looked  enough  alike  to  be 
twins. 

They  had  brought  more  eggs  and  fowls,  and  a  big  jug 
of  whiskey. 

This  time  the  detective  gave  them  ten  dollars,  and  they 
wTent  away  w^ell  pleased. 

Night  came  on. 

Harry  built  up  a  good  fire  in  front  of  the  tent. 

By  Old  King  Brady’s  direction  he  lay  down  and  slept 
until  midnight,  while  the  old  detective  watched. 

Not  a  sound  broke  the  stillness. 

It  was  evident  that  the  moonshiners,  reassured  by  Colo¬ 
nel  Driver,  had  no  suspicion  that  the  two  gentlemen  from 
Africa  were  other  than  what  they  seemed 

At  twelve  o’clock  Old  King  Brady  got  Harry  up. 

“Time  to  be  on  the  move,  boy,”  he  said. 

“All  right,  governor.  I  am  ready.” 

“Lead  the  way,  then.  In  spite  of  the  rattlers,  the  cop¬ 
perheads,  and  the  bears,  and  even  your  black  beast,  we  must 
find  out  what  there  is  doing  at  the  top  of  these  falls.” 

Old  King  Brady  slung  his  rifle  over  his  shoulder,  and 
Harry  being  similarly  equipped,  they  started  out. 

“We  must  be  pretty  close  to  the  moonshiners’  still,  that’s 
sure,”  Young  King  Brady  remarked,  as  they  made  their 
way  into  the  woods  along  the  shore  of  the  pond. 

“We  haie  the  proof  right  in  the  jugs,  Harry.” 

“That’s  what.  Horrible  stuff.” 

“Of  course.” 

“I  don’t  see  howr  anyone  can  drink  it.” 

“When  it  gets  to  Knoxville  it  forms  the  basis  of  lots 
of  good  whiskey,  my  boy.” 

“Governor,  there  is  one  thing  that  puzzles  me.  How 
on  earth  do  they  get  it  to  the  railroad?” 

“I'll  never  tell  you.  There  must  be  a  way.” 

hit  never  comes  down  the  road  we  came  up.” 

“Never.” 

“Nor  over  those  falls.” 

“Of  course  not.  Did  you  ever  see  Zeke  go  over  the 
falls  ?” 

“You  know  I  didn’t.” 

“Well,  did  you  ever  hear  of  the  mother  partridge  flying 
away  from  her  nest  to  deceive  the  hunter?” 

“Sure  !  ^  on  think  my  black  beast  was  playing  partridge 
over  me?” 

•  “Looks  so.  By  gracious,  I  can’t  go  this.” 

“What’s  the  matter?” 

“It's  so  blessed  dark.  T  shall  tumble  in  the  pond  next 
thing  you  know.” 

“That  won’t  do.” 


“Hardly.  A  drowned  detective  isn't  a  very  valuable 
article.” 

“And  yet  a  lantern  may  spoil  all.” 

“We  must  take  our  chances.  I’m  satisfied  that  you  can 
never  find  the  place  in  the  dark.” 

“I’m  not  so  sure  of  that.  I  was  very  careful  to  study 
my  trail.” 

Old  King  Brady  now  produced  his  dark  lantern.  It  was 
well  that  he  did  so. 

The  instant  he  flashed  the  lantern , before  him  they  were 
both  horribly  startled  at  seeing  a  huge  copperhead,  with  his 
head  erect  right  in  their  path. 

These  treacherous  snakes,  as  is  well  known,  make  no 
sound. 

/ 

The  rattlesnake  gives  his  victim  fair  warning.  The  cop¬ 
perhead,  on  the  contrary,  is  upon  him  before  he  ^nows  it. 
« 

This  one — it  was  as  big  around  as  a  man’s  arm — made 
a  spring  for  the  detectives,  coiling  and  uncoiling  its  body  in 
the  most  startling  way. 

The  Bradys  sprang  apart  and  the  snake  passed  between 
them. 

“Run  for  your  life,  Harry!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 
“He’s  turning  on  us  now.” 

They  were  soon  out  of  reach  of  the  snake. 

This  settled  the  lantern  question. 

Harry  took  it  and  went  ahead. 

At  last  they  heard  the  falling  water. 

It  was  now  necessary  to  put  out  the  lantern  and  creep 
ahead  as  best  thev  could. 

At  the  foot  of  the  falls  the  detectives  listened  long  and 
attentively. 

There  was  absolutely  no  sound  but  the  tumbling  water. 

“It’s  an  awful  risk,”  whispered  Harry.  “If  they  have 
got  a  guard  they  will  shoot  us  sure.” 

“That’s  true.” 

“Yet  it  must  be  done..  That’s  what  we  are  here  for.” 

“Strange  your  black  beast  did  not  betray  us.”1 

“Yet  he  could  not  have  done  so.” 

“So  it  would  seem.” 

“The  Beeswax  boys  would  never  have  brought  the  jug 
of  whiskey  into  camp  if  he  had.” 

“That’s  the  way  I  look  at  it.” 

“Here  comes  the  moon  out.  That  will  be  a  great  help.” 

Soon  the  forest  was  illuminated  by  the  moon's  silvery 
light. 

It  shone  on  the  falls  with  the  most  charming  effect. 

“Shall  we  strip,  governor?"  Young  King  Brady  asked. 

“Yes;  I  am  ready.  I  shall  not  take  all  my  clothes  off, 
however.” 

“You  had  better.  You  will  be  wet  through  with  the 
spray  if  you  don’t.” 

Harry  stripped  and  rolled  his  clothes  together  with  such 
as  Old  King  Brady  removed,  into  a  tight  ball,  which  he  tied 
with  a  string.  They  then  started  to  ascend  the  slippery 
rocks,  i 

It  was  a  dangerous  and  difficult  task.  At  last,  they  came 
clear  of  the  gorge. 

Old  King  Brady  deeply  regretted  not  having  followed 
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Hams  example.  Twice  he  slipped  on  the  rocks  and  his 
shim  were  wet  through. 

They  now  stood  on  top  of  a  narrow  ridge,  bare  of  trees. 

The  moon  shone  down  upon  them,'  showing  the  top  of  the 
mountain  still  far  away. 

“There's  no  guard  here!*’  breathed  Old  King  Brady, 
“and  they  are  fools  for  not  having  one  to-night.” 

“They  will  find  that  out  later.  Do  you  see?” 

“The  smoke ? — yes.” 

“  The  moonshiners  are  at  their  work.” 

“Undoubtedly  they  are.”  , 

“We  must  go  in  that  direction.  Better  wring  the  water 
out  of  your  shirts,  governor,  or  you  will  get  your  death 
of  cold.” 

While  Old  King  Brady  was  doing  this,  Harry  went 
prowling  about. 

Presently  he  came  hurrying  back  to  his  chief. 

“I’m  on  to  it,  Mr.  Brady!”  he  exclaimed.  ‘“I’ve  spotted 
the  secret  still !” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

STUDYING  THE  MOVES  OF  THE  MOONSHINERS. 

Old  King  Bradv  hurried  on  his  clothes. 

Then  he  followed  Harry  back  along  the  ledge. 

Young  King  Brady  led  him  in  the  direction  of  the  smoke. 

“That  smoke  is  from  the  still!”' Old  King  Brady  re¬ 
marked. 

“That’s  what  it  is.  We  have  solved  the  problem  in  part.” 

“Only  in  part !” 

“You  will  agree  with  me  when  you  see  the  place,  that  it 
will  be  next  to  impossible  to  get  down  there.” 

“We  are  prepared  for  that.” 

“I  know.  Still  I  hardly  think  it  can  be  done.” 

“I  shall  want  to  see  the  place  and  study  it  before  I  de¬ 
cide  that  point.” 

“Well,  look  at  it,  then,  governor,  for  here  you  are.” 

Young  King  Brady  paused  at  the  end  of  a  precipice. 

Here  they  found  themselves  looking  down  into  one  of 
those  hidden  valleys,  or  “sinks,”  as  they  are  called,  with 
which  the  Smoky  Mountains  abound. 

Vast  caverns  underlie  these  mountains,  as  is  well  known. 

Many  have  been  discovered.  Many  more  await  discovery. 

Occasionally  the  roof  of  one  of  these  caverns  falls  in  for 
a  space  more  or  less  large. 

This  forms  a  “sink.” 

The  “sink”  Young  Brady  had  discovered  was  about  half 
a  mile  long  and  a  hundred  feet  wide. 

Out  of  it  a  column  of  blue  smoke  came  curling. 

Voices  could  be  heard  below. 

There  were  also  other  sounds. 

Tho  Bradys;  thought  they  could  detect  the  rolling  of  bar¬ 
rels. 

While  listening  they  distinctly  heard  the  whinnying  of  a 

horse. 

“Ye-,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “at  last  there  is  no  doubt 


. —  .  -  - - - - 

that  we  have  struck  the  secret  hold-out  of  the  moonshiners, 
my  boy.” 

“Sure,  governor.  I  stand  ready  to  work  the  rifle  as 
ranged.”* 

At  the  time  of  his  visit  in  this  region  disguised  as  a  ped¬ 
dler,  this-  place  had  been  described  to  Old  King  Brady. 

His  informant  utterly  refused  to  tell  him  where  it  was 
located,  however.  \ 

Thus  the  detectives  had  come  in  a  measure  prepared. 

“Here  is  the  smooth  rock,”  remarked  Aroung  King  Brady, 
moving  forward  a  bit. 

Where  he  stopped  he  stood  over  a  great  mass  of  limestone 
as  smooth  as  glass,  extending  down  to  the  floor  of  the  sink 
some  sixty  feet  below.  ’  .  i 

As  this  rocky  wall  bulged  outward  at  the  lower  end,  it 
was  impossible  to  get  a  view  of  what  was  going  on  below. 

“This  is  the  place  that  fellow  told  you  about,”  remarked 
Young  King  Brady. 

“Undoubtedly.” 

“I’m  going  down,  governor.” 

“You  are  determined!” 

“Yes.” 

“It’s  the  biggest  kind  of  risk,  and  I  don’t  insist  upon  it !” 

“I’m  going  anyhow,  for  that  is  our  game.” 

Old  King  Brady  offered  no  further  objections,  but  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  produce  a  coil  of  very  strong,  small  rope,  from  one 
of  his  secret  pockets. 

Meanwhile,  Harry  produced  a  long  white  night  gown, 
which  he  pulled  on  over  his  clothes. 

Before  doing  this  he  slipped  on  a  false  moustache  and 
made  other  changes  about  his  face,  and  also  about  his 
clothes. 

“If  I  should  happen  to  run  against  the  moonshiners  they 
mustn’t  know  me  as  Dick  McCarthy,”  he  remarked. 

“Right!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  shaking  out  the  rope. 

“You  had  better  do  one  of  your  lightning  changes,  too, 
governor.” 

“I’m  going  to,  before  we  move  out  of  here.” 

When  flarry  had  the  nightgown  on  he  made  a  finish  of 
the  business  by  putting  a  white  cotton  skull  cap  over  his 
1  head. 

Young  King  Brady  now  looked  very  much  like  a  ghost. 

This  was  just  the  way  he  intended  to  look. 

He  was  now  ready  for  business,  and  Old  King  Brady  was 
too. 

Tying  the  rope  firmly  under  Harry’s  arms,  he  took  a  turn 
around  a  tree  with  the  loose  end. 

“Ready?”  he  asked. 

“All  ready,”  was  the  reply. 

Young  King  Brady  dropped  over  the  edge  of  the  smooth 
rock  and  lay  against  it,  supported  by  the  rope. 

Slowly  and  cautiously  Old  King  Brady  lowered  him  down 
into  the  sink. 

All  that  was  intended  was  to  give  Harry  a  momentary 
view  of  what  was  going  on  below. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  meant  to  pull  him  right  up  again. 

In  ease  of  discovery  Harry  meant  to  give  a  blood-curd¬ 
ling  yell,  and  pass  for  a  ghost. 
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Unfortunately,  things  did  not  work  that  way. 

In  such  cases,  the  unexpected  often  happens. 

It  did  in  this  case. 

All  at  once  the  rope  became  loose  in  Old  King  Brady’s 
hands. 

“My  stars!  The  rope  has  broken,  and  it  is  all  up  with 
Harry !”  Old  King  Brady  gasped. 

He  hastily  pulled  up  the  now  useless  line. 

“Heavens!  What  will  become  of  the  boy?’1  he  said. 
“Dropped  into  the  moonshiners’  den  he  can  scarcely  hope 
to  escape  his  fate.  Oh,  why  did  I  let  him  go?” 

It  was  too  late  for  vain  regrets,  however. 

When  within  about  ten  feet  of  the  ground  Harry  sudden¬ 
ly  found  himself  going. 

The  next  he  knew  he  had  landed  at  the  bottom  of  the  sink 
Unharmed. 

He  crouched  against  the  wall  and  examined  the  bit  of 
rope. 

It  had  broken  in  about  the  middle  of  its  length. 

Harry  instantly  saw  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  repair 
the  damage. 

He  had  deliberately  come  into  the  moonshiners’  den,  and 
he  had  got  to  get  out  the  best  he  could. 

Harry  hugged  the  rocks  and  peered  up  and  down  the  sink. 

The  secret  still  was  at  the  upper  end,  evidently. 

Lights  were  flashing  about  there,  and  he  could  hear 
voices. 

There  were  two  big  wagons  in  plain  view. 

Upon  these  wagons  a  number  of^cmckers  were  loading 
barrels. 

Harry  thought  he  could  distinguish  Zeke  among  them. 

He  saw  a  very  old  man  with  a  long  white  beard. 

The  old  fellow  was  smoking  a  corncob  pjipe,  and  giving 
orders  to  the  rest. 

Harry  started  to  steal  nearer  to  the  group. 

It  was  necessary  for  him  to  take  it  all  in  if  he  expected 
to  make  his  escape. 

He  had  not  gone  a  dozen  feet  before  he  found  himself 
opposite  the  entrance  to  a  large  cave. 

A  light  could  be  seen  inside. 

As  Young  King  Brady  hesitated,  he  heard  a  faint  crjr 
for  help  in  a  woman’s  voice  within  the  cave., 

“Some  one  needs  me!”  the  brave  boy  thought.  “Here 
goes !” 

He  ran  into  the  cave. 

For  the  moment  he  forgot  his  ghostly  disguise. 

It  helped  him  to  do  business  in  a  most  unexpected  way, 
however. 

Right  ahead  he  saw  a  young  girl  running  toward  him. 

It  was  the  girl  whose  face  Old  King  Bradv  had  seen  re¬ 
flected  in  the  looking-glass. 

She  had  a  shawl  wrapped  around  her,  and  a  mass  of  au¬ 
burn  hair  hung  down  over  her  shoulders. 

Closely  following  her  was  the  ape-like  creature  Harry  had 
seen  go  over  the  falls. 

He  was  dressed  only  in  old  bags,  and  looked  perfectly 
hideous. 


A  mass  of  glowing  coals  in  the  middle  of  the  cave  gave 
light  to  the  scene. 

Harry  stood  out  in  the  light. 

The  instant  the  girl  saw  the  white  figure  she  threw  up  her 
hands  and  sank  down  in  a  faint. 

The  negro  saw  the  ghost  at  the  same  instant. 

He  gave  one  wild  yell,  and,  taking  to  his  heels,  ran  back 
into  the  depths  of  the  cave. 

“I’m  in  for  it  now,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 

He  crouched  in  the  shadows,  but  no  one  came. 

Gaining  confidence  after  a  minute,  he  threw  aside  his 
white  robe  and  was  standing  over  the  girl  when  she  re¬ 
vived. 

“Oh,  where  is  Quasho?”  she  gasped.  “Has  he  gone?” 

“If  you  mean  that  black  brute,  yes,  he  has,”  replied 
Harry.  “You  are  quite  safe.” 

“But  who  are  you,  sir?”  said  the  girl,  drawing  back,  for 
Harry  had  lifted  her  to  her  feet. 

“Miss,  do  not  be  afraid.  I  am  here  by  the  merest  acci¬ 
dent.  I  was  hunting  in  these  mountains,  and  I  lost  my 
way.  In  the  dark  I  managed  to  slip  over  the  rocks,  and  the 
next  thing  I  knew  I  was  in  this  sink.  I  heard  your  cry  for 
help,  and  I  came  in  here  to  help  you — that  is  all.” 

“Did  you  see  it?” 

“See  what?y 

“That  dreadful  thing  in  white?” 

“I  saw  nothing  but  a  dreadful  thing  in  black  chasing 
you.” 

“No,  no!  It  was  only  Quasho.  He  would  not  have 
harmed  me,  but  he  always  frightens  me.  I  was  asleep  by 
the  fire,  and  he  woke  me  up  suddenly.  That  is  why  I 
screamed  and  ran.” 

“I  see;  he  is  half-witted,  perhaps?” 

“Not  only  that,  but  deaf  and  dumb.” 

“I  see.” 

“Strange  you  did  not  see  the  ghost!” 

“I  saw  nothing.  You  were  excited — you  imagined  it.” 

“Never  mind.  We  will  not  talk  of  it.  I  am  sure  you 
meant  to  help  me.  I  must  help  you  now,  if  I  can.” 

“Do  you  mean  that  I  am  in  danger?” 

“In  the  greatest  danger.  If  my  grandfather,  or  my 
father,  or  my  uncles  find  you  here,  you  are  as  good  as  dead.” 

“Why,  Miss?” 

“Mv  name  is  Annie;  they  would  kill  me  if  I  was  to  tell.” 

“Oh,  T  see.” 

“You  understand?” 

“I  saw  them  loading  barrels  on  wagons  ahead  there.” 

“A  es,  yes!  Now  you  know.  Ofy,  I  don’t  know  what  to 
do.” 

“About  what?” 

“About  getting  you  out  of  here  safely,  sir.  You  helped 
me.  T  want  to  help  you,  and  to  save  your  life,  if  T  can.” 

“Show  me  the  way  out  of  this  valley,  Annie,  and  1  will 
do  the  rest.” 

“T  cannot.  There  are  two  ways  out.  but  I  dare  not  show 
vou  either.” 

“Why?” 

“They  would  kill  rue.” 
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“  Ml  me  how  to  go,  and  I  will  go  myself,” 

“No,  no!  I  dare  not!  I  want  to  save  you.  I  don’t 
know  what  to  do.” 

“Will  you  do  as  1  tell  you?” 

“I  don't  know.” 

“Do  nothing.” 

“What- dC/ you  mean?’’ 

“If  you  are  not  afraid  of  Quaslio  just  lie  down  and  go  to 
sleep  again,  and  leave  me  to  get  out  of  here  the  best  way  1 
can.” 

“You  will  promise  not  to  tell  what  you  have  seen?” 

“Trust  me.”  / 

“I  shall  have  to.  You  tried  to  help  me.  I  must  try  to 
help  you — that  is  only  right.” 

Harry  talked  further  with  the  girl. 

Evidently,  Annie  twas  taken  with  the  young  detective’s 
good  looks. 

“I  will  not  betray  you,”  said  the  old  moonshiner’s  grand¬ 
daughter,  when  they  parted. 

Harry  thanked  her. 

He  felt  that  he  could  trust  the  girl  for  a  few  moments 
anyway. 

What  she  might  do  if  the  moonshiners  got  to  questioning 
her  was  quite  another  thing. 

Leaving  Annie  at  the  cave  Young  King  Brady  crept  for¬ 
ward  up  the  sink. 

He  had  already  formed  his  plans. 

The  question  was  could  he  carry  them  out  ? 

Keeping  close  to  the  wall  of  the  sink,  where  a  fringe  of 
bushes  greatly  aided  him,  Young  King  Brady  crept  on 
toward  the  big  wagons. 

These  wagons  had  great  hoops,  covered  with  dirty  can¬ 
vas,  for  tops. 

Such  wagons  are  still  used  in  the  South  in  some  places. 

They  are  much  like  the  old  prairie  schooner,  being  open 
fiont  and  rear. 

* 

Into  the  wagons  the  men  were  busy  rolling  the  barrels. 

Harry  got  a  good  view  of  it  all  from  the  bushes. 

He  readily  recognized  Old  Beeswax  in  the  ancient 
cracker,  who  was  bossing  the  job. 

There  were  also  the  twelve  Beeswax  boys,  with  Zeke 
among  them. 

Some  were  rolling  barrels  out  of  another  cave,  others 
were  helping  to  load  them  into  the  wagons. 

The  stills  seemed  to  be  inside  this  cave. 

Smoke  and  steam  were  curling  out  through  the  doors. 

There  were  two  roughly  dressed  men  who  did  not  re¬ 
semble  the  Beeswax  boys. 

These  were  evidently  the  drivers  of  the  wagons. 

Besides  all  these  was  a  tall,  well-dressed  man,  whom 
Harry  had  never  seen  before. 

This  party  was  engaged  in  earnest  conversation  with  Old 
Bill  Beeswax. 

After  a  little  Harry  saw  him  hand  the  old  moonshiner  a 
fat  roll  of  bills. 

“The  old  boy  is  doing  business  to-night,  all  right,” 
thought  Young  King  Brady.  “I  must  find  out  who  that 
fellow  is.  We  want  him,  too.” 


He  crept  nearer  the  wagons. 

The  only  thing  he  did  not  fear  was  dogs,  for,  on  ac¬ 
count  of  their  barking,  the  moonshiners  never  keep  them 
around  their  stills. 

At  last  the  barrels  were  all  loaded  on. 

Old  Beeswax  spoke  to  one  of  the  boys,  and  a  jug  of  the 
mountain  dew  and  glasses  were  produced. 

Then  after  a  drink  all  around,  the  canvas  at  the  back  of 
the  wagons  was  fastened  down  and  the  horses  were  started. 

What  would  the  Beeswax  boys  have  thought  if  they  had 
only  known  that  lying  flat  on  top  of  the  barrels  in  the  rear 
wagon  was  one  of  the  far-famed  Bradys,  the  shrewdest  de¬ 
tectives  in  the  land ! 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  TAKES  A  TEAM. 

Although  it  was  bright  moonlight  when  Young  King 
Brady  went  down  into  the  sink,  it  soon  afterward  clouded 
over  and  began  to  rain.  / 

It  was  one  of  those  sudden  storms  so  common  in  the  Ten¬ 
nessee  Mountains. 

Their  force  is  apt  to  be  terrific  while  they  last,  but  they 
are  soon  gone. 

It  struck  Old  King  Brady  while  he  was  prowling  about 
the  edge  of  the  sink. 

“This  settles  it,”  muttered  the  old  detective,  “Harry  will 
have  to  look  out  for  himself.  If  I  don’t  get  down  off  this 
ridge  now,  like  enough  I  never  shall.”  ~ 

He  hastily  undressed  himself,  and,  tying  up  his  clothes 
as  Young  King  Brady  had  done,  he  made  the  best  of  his 
way  down  over  the  waterfall. 

He  did  not  dare  to  use  his  dark  lantern. 

Going  it  blind,  Old  King  Brady  made  a  blunder. 

The  stream  divided  into  two  parts. 

This  the  detectives  had  not  observed  in  coming  up. 

Nor  did  Old  King  Brady  notice  it  in  going  down  on  ac¬ 
count  of  the  darkness. 

Without  realizing  what  he  was  doing,  he  got  into  a  nar- 
row  gorge  which  took  him  off  well  to  the  right  of  the  place 
where  he  and  Harry  had  started  to  ascend  the  falls. 

Here  the  stream  harrowed  off,  and  went  whirling  down 
the  mountain  side. 

There  was  no  pool  at  the  foot  of  the  falls  here. 

This  was  the  first  thing  Old  King  Brady  observed,  which 
showed  him  his  mistake. 

It  was  pouring  in  torrents  now. 

The  lightning  did  some  brilliant  work. 

Thunder  was  rolling  and  crashing  among  the  mountain 
peaks. 

“I’ve  made  a  mistake,”  thought  Old  King  Brady.  “Shall 
I  go  back?” 

He  was  dreadfully  worried  about  Harry. 

Still,  he  comforted  himself  by  reflecting  on  the  many 

V 

dangers  Young  King  Brady  had  escaped. 

Just  then  came  a  brilliant  flash  of  lightning. 
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It  showed  Old  King  Brady  the  entrance  to  the  deep  gorge 


through  which  the  stream  ran. 

It  showed  him  also  two  deep  ruts  leading  down  to  the 
water’s  edge. 

“ Thunder!  Teams  go  this  way!”  the  old  detective 
thought. 

He  now  proceeded  to  dress  himself,  and  in  spite  of  the 
risk  he  ran,  produced  his  dark  lantern. 

The  wheel  marks  led  out  from  a  thick  clump  of  trees. 

Evidently  a  heavy  wagon  had  recently  passed  that  way. 

The  ruts  led  right  down  into  the  stream,  where,  of  course, 
they  disappeared. 

“The  moonshiners’  road  out,  by  all  that’s  wonderful.” 
muttered  Old  King  Brady.  ) 

And  then  he  added : 

“It’s  up  to  Harr}-  to  look  after  himself.  I  shall  have  to 
follow^  this  trail.” 

There  was  no  great  depth  of  water  in  the  stream  as  yet. 

If  the  rain  continued,  however,  it  would  no  doubt  soon 
become  a  roaring  torrent. 

This  was  clearly  Old  King  Brady’s  time  to  act. 

He  had  kept  his  shoes  and  stockings  off. 

Rolling  up  his  trousers  he  now  made  his  way  down 
through  the  gorge. 

He  had  not  gone  far  before  he  heard  a  great  clatter  on 
ahead. 

It  was  a  series  of  scrambling,  splashing  sounds. 

Old  King  Brady  instantly  knew  that  it  wTas  a  horse  down 
in  the  water  trying  to  get  up. 

He  was  right  enough. 

In  a  moment  the  detective  came  upon  a  heavily  loaded 
wagon  standing  in  the  bed  of  the  stream. 

One  of  the  horses  was  on  its  side  in  the  water  making 
mad  efforts  to  get  on  its  feet. 

A  young  man  had  hold  of  the  bridle  rein  and  was  en¬ 
couraging  it  to  rise. 

“Up  !  Up  !  Up  boy  !”  he  called  out. 

Old  King  Brady  instantly  shut  off  his  lantern. 

He  was  not  quick  enough  to  prevent  being  seen,  however. 

“Governor!”  Harry’s  voice  rung  out. 

“Hello!  Hello!  What’s  all  this?”  exclaimed  Old  King 
Brady,  pushing  forward  through  the  wrater.  7 

“Softly!  Don’t  in^ke  any  more  noise  than  you  can 
help,”  Harry  called. 

“You  are  making  enough  then.” 

“Right!  Two  is  worse  than  one;  besides  I’m  through. 
I  can’t  get  the  horse  on  his  feet.” 

“What’s  the  matter  with  him?” 

“Struck  by  lightning,  I  guess.” 

“What  makes  you  think  so?” 

“Well,  he  went  down  when  the  flash  came.” 

“There’s  nothing  of  the  sort  the  matter  with  him.  I 
would  like  to  bet  that  he  merely  slipped  on  a  stone.” 

“Can  you  get  him  up?  If  you  can  you  had  better  try 
your  hand.” 

“Of  course  T  can.  Here,  let  me  whisper  in  his  ear.” 

What  Old  King  Brady  whispered  in  the  horse's  ear  Harry 
could  not  make  out. 


The  splashing  of  the  rain  drowned  the  sound. 

Suddenly  Old  King  Brady  seized  the  horse  by  the  bridle 
and  in  an  instant  had  him  on  his  feet. 

“Quiet  boy!  Good  horsey!”  said  the  detective,  rubbing 
the  nose  of  the  trembling  beast. 

The  horse  shook  his  head  and  rubbed  against  the  detec¬ 
tive. 

“Are  we  all  alone,  Harry?”  Old  King  Brady  asked. 

“All  alone.” 

“What  is  in  the  wagon?” 

“It’s  loaded  with  moonshine  whiskey.” 

“Well,  well!  Right  from  the  Beeswax  still?” 

“Yes,  saw  it  loaded  on  myself.  There’s  another  load 
right  ahead.” 

“Then  we  are  liable  to  be  disturbed?” 

“Any  minute.” 

“Tell  your  story  quick  so  I  may  decide  what  is  to  be 
done.” 

Harry  rattled  off  the  words  rapidly. 

“Good  boy !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “This  is  busi- 
ness. 

“It  came  near  putting  me  out  of  business,  governor.” 

“I  believe  you.” 

“My  escape  is  really  a  marvel.” 

“Of  shrewdness  on  your  part.” 

“Don’t  throw  bouquets  at  me,  please.” 

“No  time  for  that.  Explain  how  this  wagon  came  to  be 
left  here.” 

“You  see  the  storm  is  responsible  for  that.  The  horse 
went  down.  They  thought  he  had  been  struck  by  light¬ 
ning.” 

“Well,  and  then?” 

“It  was  dreadful  hard  going.  The  boss  ordered  the  driver 
of  this  wagon  to  take  the  head  of  the  other  horses." 

“And  encourage  them  along  through  the  creek.  I  see.” 

“That  was  it.  You  may  expect  one  of  them  back  any 
minute.” 

“Was  it  so  said?” 

“The  boss  said  he  would  return  and  guard  this  wagon 
as  soon  as  he  saw  the  other  one  out  of  the  gorge.” 

“I  see.  The  other  team  is  to  return  for  this  wagon  later 
on.” 

“Yes.  As  soon  as  they  deliver  their  load  at  the  railroad.” 

“And  what  were  you  trying  to  do.” 

“I  was  going  to  turn  teamster.  I  had  a  yarn  I  was 
going  to  tell  about  finding  the  team  stalled  here  in  the 
creek.” 

“Good  enough!  We  will  change  that  a  bit,  though." 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

“Listen!” 

“I'm  all  attention.” 

“You  get  back  to  camp.” 

“Alone?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  you?” 

“T  will  turn  teamster  and  do  the  finding  act." 

“II  will  be  better.  You  can  make  up  as  a  cracker  better 
than  I  can.” 
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”  r\>r  me  it  will  be  easy  enough.  1  have  the  material 

right  with  me.” 

“And  what  am  I  to  do?” 

“Stick  by  the  camp  till  morning,  then  report  me  lost  in 

the  storm." 

“I'd  rather  be  working,  but  I  suppose  I  must  do  as  you 
say.” 

The  detectives  again  separated. 

Old  King  Brady  explained  about  the  branch  of  the  falls, 
giving  Harry  such  directions  as  enabled  him  to  easily  reach 
the  camp.  > 

Meanwhile  Old  King  Brady,  with  one  of  his  lightning 
changes,  made  himself  up  to  resemble  a  cracker. 

No  one  would  ever  have  suspected  him  of  being  anything 
else. 

The  storm  had  now  blown  over. 

Repairing  one  or  two  slight  breaks  in  the  harness  with 
twine,  Old  King  Brady  climbed  upon  the  seat  and  took  up 
the  reins. 

The  horses,  well  rested  now,  started  along  in  good  shape. 
Old  King  Brady  drove  on  down  the  creek. 

He  had  not  gone  far  before  he  heard  a  splashing  in  the 
water  ahead  of  him. 

“Look  out,  thar,  whoever  ver  be!"  called  the  detective. 
“Don’t  want  to  run  you  down.” 

“Hello  !*’  shouted  a  voice.  “Is  that  you,  Zeke?" 

“No,  it  nain’t  Zeke,  nuther,”  was  the  reply  which  went 

back. 

“Is  it  one  of  the  other  Beeswax  boys,  then?” 

“  Beeswax  be  blowed !  Be  you  making  fun  of  me.  I 
dunno  what  you  mean.” 

No  answer  came  to  this,  but  the  splashing  continued. 
Evidently  the  splasher  was  hurrying  on  through  the 
water.  f  rr 

In  a  moment  the  tall,  well-dressed  man  appeared,  carry¬ 
ing  a  dark  lantern. 

He  had  removed  his  shoes  and  stockings  and  was  wading 
through  the  creek. 

“Hello,  there,  my  friend,  that’s  my  team !”  he  shouted. 
“Waal,  now,  kun’l,  I’m  right  glad  I  found  you!”  Old 
King  Brady  replied,  as  he  reined  in. 

“Question  is  where  did  you  find  the  team  ?”  demanded  the 
man,  coming  forward.  “You  did  not  intend  to  steal  it,  I 
hope.” 

“  Steal !  There  hain’t  a  more  honester  man  in  the  hull 
Smoky  Range  than  I  be.” 

“What’s  your  name?” 

“Waal,  they  call  me  Old  Dick  Dolliver  when  I’m  -to 

hum.” 

“Where  is  your  home?” 

“Over  in  North  Car’liny.” 

“What  brought  you  here?” 

“Why,  I  was  on  the  tramp  over  the  range  to  Turtletown 
on  bu.-ine-s.  J  got  cotched  in  the  storm  and  before  that  l 
had  lost  rny  way  in  ther  woods.  Waal,  I  was  jest  a-wan- 
dering  round  anywhere,  or  nowhere,  as  one  might  say,  when 
1  -truck  thi-  hyar  load  of  mountain  dew.” 


The  man  sprang  up  into  the  seat  as  Old  King  Brady  said 
this.  . 

“You  can  drive  on,”  he  said.  “I  left  that  team  behind. 
We  thought  one  of  the  horses  had  been  struck  by  lightning, 
but  I  guess  that  was  a  mistake.” 

“Reckon  it  was.  ^  I  found  him  trying  to  get  on  his  feet, 
and  when  I  helped  hifh  up  he  seemed  to  be  all  right.” 

“Glad  of  it.  I  don’t  blame  you  for  taking  my  team, 
Dolliver.” 

“Blame  me !  I  thought  ez  heow  you  would  be  paying  me, 
perhaps.” 

“Perhaps  I  will.  You  seem  to  know  a  lot  about  moun¬ 
tain  dew.” 

“Well,  squire,  I  orter;  but  I  would  not  say  so  to  no  one 
but  a  man  in  the- business,  ez  I  see  you  be.” 

“Never  mind  about  me.  If  you  are  expecting  to  make 
anything  out  of  this  deal  tell  about  yourself.” 

“There  hain’t  nothing  great  to  tell.  I’m  a  moonshiner, 
all  right,  of  course.  I  had  hard  luck  a  few  weeks  back.” 

“Yes?  Driven  out?” 

“Yes,  by  them  dogoned  Yankee  detectives.” 

“The  Bradys?” 

“Yes,  yes !  An  old  snoozer  and  a  young  squirt  of  a  boy. 
Brady  was  the  name.” 

“How  did  it  happen?” 

“Oh,  they  stole  a  march  onto  me.  I  don’t  like  to  go  into 
the  details.  They  are  too  harassing  and,  what’s  more,  I 
can’t  tell  the  trewth  without  writing  myself  down  a  gosh- 
durned  fool.” 

“Never  mind.  Your  still  was  smashed,  anyhow.” 

“To  flinders.  Broke  every  durned  thing  in  the  place. 
The  labor  of  years  was  destroyed,  and  twenty  barrels  of 
prime  Whiskey  wheeled  off  down  the  mountain.  Yes,  it 
was  a  durned  shame.” 

“And  what  became  of  you?” 

“What  became  on  me?” 

“Yes,  that’s  what  I  said.” 

“Waal,  squire,  mebbe  I’m  gwine  crazy,  but  I  thought  I 
wuz  hyar  along  with  you.” 

Old  King  Bra|v  had  practised  the  cracker  dialect,  and 
had  it  down  to  perfection. 

The  man  was  completely  deceived. 

“The  long  and  short  of  it  is,  uncle,  that  after  the 
Bradys  broke  up  your  still  you  took  to  the  mountains?” 

“Yes,  sur.”  ( 

“And  you  have  hugged  them  ever  since?” 

“Will  I  come  out  till  I’m  sure  I  hain’t  watched?  No! 
Not  till  I  know  the  coast  is  clear.” 

“When  was  all  this?” 

“Oh,  a  couple  of  weeks  ago.” 

“Why  were  you  making  for  Turtletown?” 

“Waal,  squire,  I  heered  that  thar  was  lots  of  moonshining 
being  done  over  in  these  vere  parts,  and  that  some  of  the 
big  guns  of  Turtletown  and  of  the  railroad  was  into  it,  so  I 
thought  ez  heow  thar  might  be  a  chance  fer  a  man  of  my 
talents,  don’t  yer  see?” 

“Humph!”  growled  the  man,  meditatively.  “You  drive 
well.” 
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“I’d  orter.” 

“Been  driving  in  the  mountains  long?” 

“Ever  se^ce  I  was  knee  high  to  a  hop-toad.” 

“And  yet  you  never  heard  of  Old  Beeswax?” 

“No,  I  never  did.  I  s’pose  from  the  durned  strong  way 
you  press  this  Beeswax  business  onto  me  that  the  old  man 
must  run  a  still.” 

“Perhaps !” 

“Oh,  yes.  Waal?” 

“Well,  here  we  are  out  of  the  woods,  Dick  Dolliver.  Now 
let  me  see  how  skilfully  you  can  take  this  team  down  the 
hill.” 

t 

“Say,  squire,  you  talk  like  a  book.  Who  mought  you 
be?” 

“Oh,  my  name  is  Bill  Nobody,  and  I  hail  from  Nowhere. 
Don’t  you  ask  too  many  questions,  old  man,  but  just  take 
this  team  down  the  hill.”  I 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

YOUNG  KING  BRADY  STRIKES  GOLD. 

Yhmng  King  Brady  made  all  haste  to  turn  into  Dick 
McCarthy  just  as  soon  as  he  got  back  to  camp. 

Things  were  in  a  sad  state  there. 

The  tent  had  blown  down  and  the  creek  had  risen  so  that 
the  water  came  up  around  the  spot  where  it  had  stood. 

Harry’s  first  care  was  to  repair  damages. 

Then,  to  carry  out  the  plan  suggested  by  Old  King  Brady, 
he  took  the  lantern  and  went  prowling  about,  yelling: 

“  Hello  !  Hello  !  Mr.  Hays  !  Mr.  Hays  !  This  way,  Mr. 
Hays !” 

This  he  kept  up  at  intervals  for  the  best  part  of  an  hour, 
after  which  he  lay  down  and  slept  quietly  till  daylight. 

Harry  had  no  sooner  got  on  his  feet,  and  this  happened 
at  sunrise,  when  he  discovered  that  some  one  had  been  in 
the  camp  while  he  slept. 

The  whiskey  was  all  gone  and  the  jug  with  it. 

Everything  else  remained  as  he  had  placed  it  before  lying 
down. 

“Can  they  suspect  me?”  thought  lroung  King  Brady. 
“By  gracious,  it  looks  that  way.” 

It  troubled  Harry  not  a  little,  but  still  there  was  noth¬ 
ing  to  be  done  about  it. 

He  hardly  expected  to  see  Old  King  Brady  again  that  day. 

Carrying  out  his  instructions  Harry  went  right  to  work 
after  breakfast  digging  in  the  creek. 

Like  all  mountain  streams.  Turtle  Creek  fell  as  rapidly 
at  it  rose.  Harry  did  not  find  much  more  water  coming 
down  than  there  had  been  the  day  before. 

The  water  had  served  him  a  good,  turn,  however. 

It  had  washed  down  a  lot  of  fresh  gravel  and  sand. 

In  the  second  panful  which  Harry  washed  out  he  found 
in  the  sand  a  lot  of  yellow  flakes  of  metal. 

It  was  gold. 


Young  King  Brady  saw  at  a  glance  that  this  time  he 
had  struck  the  real  thing. 

It  did  not  look  anything  like  the  fools’  gold  of  the  day  be¬ 
fore  when  lie  came  to  put  them  together. 

Harry  grew  quite  excited. 

He  washed  out  pan  after  pan. 

Every  pan  produced  the  same  result. 

“By  gracious,  I’ve  got  a  surprise  for  the  governor!” 
he  thought. 

“But  I  can’t  stay  here  much  longer,”  he  added.  “If 
some  of  the  Beeswax  family  don’t  show  up  soon  I  must  get 
down  to  Turtletown  and  ring  in  a  general  alarm  for  the 
old  man,  so  to  speak.  Hello !  Some  one  is  coming  now !” 

It  was  the  old  rustle  among  the  trees. 

Young  King  Brady’s  heart  was  in  his  throat  when  he 
saw  no  Jess  a  person  than  Old  Beeswax  himself  come  intc 
view. 

Trailing  behind  him  were  six  of  his  slab-sided  sons. 

Zeke  was  not  in  evidence  this  time. 

Each  member  of  the  Beeswax  family  carried  his  double- 
barreled  shot  gun. 

It  was  certainly  a  fact  that  all  looked  very  fierce. 

“Thar’s  ther  feller,  dad !”  cried  one  of  the  sons,  pointing 
at  Harry. 

This  was  Isaac,  the  eldest,  as  Young  King  Brady  learned 
later. 

He  half  raised  his  rifle  as  he  spoke. 

There  might  have  been  trouble  if  Harry  had  not  gone 
right  forward  in  the  full  and  open-hearted  way  he  did. 

“Oh,  gentlemen,  I’m  so  glad  you  have  come!"  he  ex¬ 
claimed.  “Have  yoti  seen  or  heard  anything  of  the  old 
man  ?” 

“I’m  an  old  man,  and  I’m  the  buck  what  does  the  busi¬ 
ness,”  replied  Old  Beeswax,  sternly.  “I  am  hyar  to  do 
business  neow,  if  so  be  thar’s  need.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  m7ean,”  replied  Harry.  “Mr. 
Hays  went  out  just  before  the  storm  came  to  cut  some  stakes 
to  strengthen  our  tent  and  I  haven’t  seen  him  since.  I’m 
awfully  troubled  about  him,  gentlemen.  I  didn’t  know  but 
what  you  were  bringing  me  some  word.” 

“Hold  on,  boy,”  growled  Old  Beeswax.  “Don’t  you  go 
for  to  try  to  turn  me  from  my  p'int.  I  want  to  ax  you 
a  question  or  two  before  you  question  me.” 

“Why,  what’s  the  trouble?”  Yroung  King  Brady  asked. 

“Whar  wor  yew  last  night  in- the  storm?” 

“Wandering  about  the  woods,  here,  there  and  every¬ 
where,”  was  the  prompt  reply. 

“And  ’coz  why?” 

“Because  I  wanted  to  find  my  partner,  to  be  sure.  I  just 
told  vou  that.” 

“That’s  right,”  said  another  son. 

“Rufe”  was  his  name,  as  Harry  afterward  knew. 

“That’s  right,”  still  another  added.  “I  tolled  you  that 
before,  pop.  I  heered  him  a -call  in*  on  Mister  Hays.” 

“I  called  him  everywhere,”  said  Harry.  “Gentlemen, 
if  any  accident  has  happened  to  him  tell  me  now.” 

k\\e  liain’t  got  nawthin  to  tell.”  Old  Beeswax  growled. 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  MOONSHINERS. 


19 


”  l  didn't  know  but  what  ho  might  have  wandered  up 
to  your  house,  wherever  that  may  be.”  v 

har  ye  go  ergain.  Yer  a-trvin'  to  turn  me  off,  per¬ 
haps.” 

‘A\  hy  in  thunder  don't  yer  ax  your  questions  and  give 
the  boy  his  chance  ?”  Isaac  called  out. 

“Pop's  ez  slow  ez  a  land  turtle,”  laughed  Rufe. 

“Shet  yer  head,  yer  long-legged  galloot!”  cried  out  Old 

Bill. 

,  call  me  to  ercount?”  he  added.  “What 

are  yew,  anyway,  but  a .  durnation,  slab-sided  shoat — yes, 
yer  be ! ” 

It  was  all  that  Young  King  Brady  could  do  to  keep  a 
straight  face. 

Matters  looked  threatening  for  a  moment,  for  Rufe 
undertook  to  answer  back. 

It  was  settled  after  a  few  further  words,  and  Old  Bill 
turned  on  Harry  again. 

“You  say  ez  heow  you  wuz  out  in  the  storm ?”  he  growled. 

“Yes.  I  told  you  that  before.” 

“Did  you  get  up  eround  a  waterfall?” 

“I  saw  a  waterfall,  yes.” 

“An’  what  else  did  you  see?” 

“You  are  questioning  me  close,  old  man.  I  don’t  know 
what  you  are  driving  at.” 

“Did  you  see  a  gal?” 

“A  girl  here  in  these  woods?  Why,  no.” 

Old  Beeswax  advanced  half  threateningly  and  thrust  his 
ugly  face  close  to  Young  King  Brady’s. 

“Did  you  see  this  gal  ?”  he  fairly  yelled. 

There  was  something  quite  dramatic  in  the  way  the  old 
moonshiner  managed  it. 

At  the  same  instant  the  girl,  Annie,  appeared  among  the 
twelve  armed  men. 

There  she  stood,  but  where  she  came  from  the  detective 
could  not  tell. 

There  was  but  one  thing  for  Harry  to  do. 

He  had  to  deny  the  girl  to  save  his  life. 

“Is  this  the  man  you  saw,  Annie?”  Old  Bill  Beeswax 
cried  suddenly  facing  the  girl. 

“No!”  said  Annie.  “He  is  not  the  man.” 

Did  she  really  fail  to  recognize  him  or  had  she  lied  to 
save  him  ? 

Harry  could  not  tell. 

The  denial  ended  the  matter,  however. 

Old  Bill  Beeswax’s  manner  immediately  changed. 

“Waal,  I’m  durned  glad  matters  has  tuk  this  turn !”  he 
exclaimed.  “I  hope  you  will  pardon  me,  young  man,  but 
thaHs  so  many  queer  critters  a-prowlin’  eround  these  yere 
parts  that  a  feller  don’t  know  what  ter  think.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  it’s  all  about,”  replied  Harry.  “I 
want  to  find  Mr.  Hays.” 

“Well  help  you.  You  say  he  wandered  off  in  the  storm  ?” 

“Yes.  Went  after  stakes  to  strengthen  the  tent  just  as 
I  told  you,  and  hasn’t  been  back  since.” 

Old  B ;r<  -hook  his  head,  solemnly. 

“ I>ook.-  pJaguev  liU*  as  is  he  got  lost  on  the  mountain,” 


he  said.  “Ef  so  he  may  have  a  hard  job  to. find  himself 
again,  but  we’ll  see.  dome,  boys,  we  must  be  moving.” 

“Hold  on,”  said  Zeke;  “heow’s  the  gold  digging  getting- 
on?” 

“Durn  ther  gold  diggin’ !”  broke  in  the  old  man.  “Come 
on,  all  hands,  or  there’ll  be  trouble.” 

Roaring  this  out,  Old  Bill  Beeswax  marched  his  family 
awav  like  a  file  of  soldiers. 

V 

They  disappeared  in  the  forest,  Annie  bringing  up  the 
rear. 

Young  King  Brady  at  once  started  in  on  a  new  move. 

He  gathered  all  the  gold  together,  put  it  in  a  little 
canvas  bag  and  started  for  Turtletown. 

Here  he  raised  a  general  alarm  about  the  disappearance 
of  John  Hays. 

He  also  succeeded  in  stirring  up  a  general  excitement 
over  the  gold. 

Harry  had  about  three  ounces  of  the  real  stuff  to  show, 
and  he  showed  it  every  chance  he  got. 

Mayor  Mutenhed  was  away  until  late  in  the  afternoon. 

When  he  came  back  he  found  everybody  talking  about  the 
gold. 

There  had  been  quite  a  stampede  to  the  mountain. 

Under  pretence  of  looking  for  John  Hays  as  many  as  a 
dozen  of  the  Turtletown  loafers  went  up  to  the  headwaters 
of  Turtle  Creek  and  began  gold  washing  on  their  own  ac¬ 
count. 

a 

Young  King  Brady  went  with  them. 

He  made  no  objection  to  the  washing. 

He  did  not  seem  to  be  interested  in  gold  any  more. 

Until  nightfall  he  wandered  about  the  woods  with  one 
or  two  others,  calling,  “John  Hays!” 

That  night  there  was  plenty  of  company  in  camp,  for  as 
many  as  eight  of  the  gold  hunters  remained  on  the  moun¬ 
tain. 

,  Just  after  sundown  Zeke  Beeswax  turned  up,  wTith  two 
jugs  of  whiskey. 

Young  King  Brady  promptly  bought  them  for  five  dol¬ 
lars.  He  gave  Zeke  some  of  his  gold,  which  threw  the 
moonshiner  into  a  great  state  of  excitement.  The  whiskey 
he  gave  to  the  men. 

“Have  any  of  you  men  seen  anything  of  Mr.  Hays?” 
Harry  asked. 

“No,”  replied  Zeke;  “we  haven’t,  and  we  have  looked  for 
him,  too.  We  shall  look  more  to-morrow,  and  if  he’s  alive, 
we  will  find  him,  vou  bet.” 

Harry  laughed  in  his  sleeve. 

“I  guess  you  won’t  find  him,”  he  thought.  “It  is  my 
opinion  John  Hays  will  never  appear  in  these  parts  again.” 

Next  morning,  as  soon  as  it  was  daylight,  there  was  a 
grand  scramble  for-  the  creole. 

Young  King  Brady’s  gold  discovery  was  real  fast  enough. 

He  had  not  struck  a  bonanza,  but  he  had  struck  a  little 
“pocket”  of  gold  dust  in  the  sand,  which  was  destined  to 
hold  out  for  a  few  days. 

At  ten  o’clock,  Mayor  Mutenhed,  accompanied  by  Colonel 
Driver,  came  toiling  up  the  mountain.  He  was  in  anything 
but  a  pleasant  frame  of  mind. 


so 
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“McCarthy,  what’s  all  this  I  hear?”  he  demanded,  call¬ 
ing  Young  King  Brady  aside. 

“About  Mr.  Hays?  Tie  is  lost,  your  Honor,”  replied 
Harry.  “I  am  worried  half  to  death.” 

“1  don’t  mean  that.  About  the  gold?” 

“Well,  I  have  struck  it!” 

“Then  why  in  thunderation  couldn’t  you  have  kept  it 
to  yourself  until  you  saw  me?” 

“You  were  out  of  town,  your  Honor.  I  didn't  know  I 
was  doing  any  harm  by  showing  tho  gold.” 

“  Harm !  Look  at  them  fellers  in  my  crik !  They  are 
like  a  lot  of  pigs  around  a  swill  trough !  How  am  I  ever 
to  hunt  them  away?” 

“Why,  won’t  they  give  the  gold  they  find  to  you  and  take 
pay  for  their  work?” 

Harry’s  face  was  the  picture  of  innocence,  as  he  put  the 
question. 

“Give  it  to  me!”  roared  the  mayor.  “Gosh!  You  must 
be  green,  boy !  I  never  heard  tell  of  such  nonsense.  Do 
they  do  business  that  way  in  South  Africa,  I  want  to 
knowr  ?” 

“They  do  business  on  the  square,  and  that’s  right.” 

“You  couldn’t  drive  them  away  from  here  with  dynamite 
now.” 

“Then  I’m  left.  I  haven’t  had  time  to  think  about  it. 
I  have  been  so  busy  hunting  for  Mr.  Hays.” 

“  Confound  Mr.  Hays  !  Why  couldn’t  he  stay  around  and 
attend  to  his  business,  instead  of  getting  lost?” 

“Say,  do  you  think  the  moonshiners  could  have  cap¬ 
tured  him  ?”  demanded  Harry,  suddenly. 

“Moonshiners  ?” 

“Yes.  They  say  there  are  lots  of  them  in  these  moun¬ 
tains.” 

“I  don't  know  nothing  about  no  moonshiners.” 

“I  didn’t  mean  to  say  that  you  did.  I  was  thinking  of 
these  fellows  who  bring  in  the  whiskey  to  sell.” 

“You  better  not  muss  with  that  crowd,  boy.” 

“Yes,  but  all  the  same,  T  must  find  my  partner.  I’m 
going  on  the  hunt  for  him  now.” 

And  a  little  later,  while  the  mayor  and  Colonel  Driver 
were  poking  about  the  creek  with  the  rest,  looking  for  gold, 
Young  King  Brady  disappeared. 

Nobody  thought  anything  about  this. 

Harry  had  worked  his  points  so  well  that  he  had  prepared 
everyone  for  it. 

To  have  made  a  deliberate  attack  on  the  moonshiners’ 
stronghold,  even  with  a  hundred  men  at  their  backs,  would 
no  doubt  have  brought  failure  to  the  detectives,  and,  per¬ 
haps,  death  as  well. 

The  Bradys  had  no  such  intention.  They  knew  their  bus¬ 
iness.  They  were  carrying  out  the  details  of  a  definite  plan. 

So  far,  they  had  not  made  one  false  move. 

Young  King  Brady  made  straight  for  the  waterfall.  He 
made  no  attempt  to  hide  himself. 

As  he  went  on  through  the  woods  he  called  “John  Hays !” 
many  times. 

Of  course,  he  was  being  watched. 

Tie  felt  sure  of  that. 


The  only  way  to  do  was  to  keep  throwing  dust  in  the 
eyes  of  the  watchers  as  he  went  along. 

What  Harry  was  up  to  now  was  to  get  into  the  branch  of 

Turtle  Creek,  down  which  Old  King  Brady  had  gone  with 
the  whiskey  wagon  the  night  before. 

To  do  this  without  ascending  the  falls  part  of  the  way, 
and  going  down  the  branch  gorge,  was  not  possible  on  ac¬ 
count  of  the  height  and  steepness  of  the  great  rocky  ledges. 

Reaching  the  falls  Young  King  Brady  took  off  his  stock¬ 
ings  and  shoes,  rolled  up  his  trousers  and  climbed  up  until 
he  came  to  where  the  gorge  divided. 

He  fully  expected  to  be  attacked,  but  he  was  not. 

On  the  contrary,  he  slipped  quietly  into  the  bed  of  the 
branch  creek  and  never  saw  a  soul. 

“I’ve  caught  them  napping,”  thought  Harry.  “This  is 

my  chance.” 

«/ 

He  hurried  on  down  the  branch  creek. 

To  keep  up  the  farce,  in  case  he  was  being  followed,  he 
kept  calling,  “John  Hays!” 

The  creek  showed  no  sign  of  the  wagon  track  now. 

The  rain  of  the  night  before  had  fixed  all  that. 

At  last  Young  King  Brady  came  to  a  place  where  all 
further  advance  by  water  was  impossible. 

It  was  another  waterfall. 

The  water  took  a  sudden  tumble  over  a  precipice,  drop¬ 
ping  as  much  as  seventy  feet. 

Harry  stopped  short. 

The  situation  wras  puzzling. 

Rocky  walls  rose  high  on  either  side  of  him. 

The  question  was,  which  way  did  the  wagon  go  ? 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

,  \  .  X 

OLD  KING  BRADY  BRINGS  IT  UP  TO  THE  RAILROAD  MEN. 

The  way  out  of  the  gorge  at  the  head  of  the  new  waterfall 
discovered  by  Young  King  Brady  was  simple  enough  if  he 
had  only  known  it. 

It  was  one  of  the  cleverly  arranged  tricks  of  the  moon¬ 
shiners. 

Old  King  Brady  learned  all  about  it  the  night  before, 
when  he  drove  the  whiskey  wagon  down  the  creek  with 
“Bill  Nobody  of' Nowhere”  seated  alongside  of  him. 

After  the  man  got  through  asking  questions,  the  big 
wagon  went  lurching  on  over  the  rough  bed  of  the  creek 
in  silence,  so  far  as  any  talking  was  concerned. 

Old  King  Brady’s  sharp  ears  had  heard  the  noise  of  the 
tumbling  water  some  time  before  they  reached  the  fall. 

“I  must  speak  of  this,”  he  said  to  himself.  “lie  will 
make  this  a  test.  Tf  I  can’t  hear  that  tumbling  water  he 
will  know  that  I  am  no  mountaineer.” 

“Say,  neighbor,  we  don’t  go  much  further  down  this 
creek,”  he  said,  with  the  true  cracker  drawl. 

“You’re  right,”  was  the  reply. 

“Thar’s  a  fall  ahead.” 

“Right  again.” 
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"What's  to  be  did?" 

%;Look  here,  Dick  Dolliver,”  cried  the  man,  suddenly, 
producing  a  revolver,  which  he  cocked  and  clapped  at  Old 
King  Brady's  head. 


"Sav,  neow,  what's  that  ar'  for?"  drawled  the  detective. 
There  is  no  denying  that  he  was  a  good  deal  alarmed. 
"I'm  wondering  whether  I  had  not  better  shoot  you  than 
to  teli  you  how  to  get  this  team  out  of  the  gorge,”  replied 
the  man  in  a  hard  voice. 

"Yer  can  suit  yerself  about  that  ary  capting.  I  don't 
much  care  whether  I  live  or  die.  I’m  a  busted  community 
ennyheow — yes,  that's  the  trewth.” 

As  usual.  Old  King  Brady  had  adopted  the  very  wisest 

course. 

The  man  laughed  and  put  up  his  revolver. 

“I  guess  you'll  do/’  he  said.  “Say,  how  would  you  like 
to  go  to  work  for  me  right  along,  Dolliver?” 

“I'll  do  it.” 


“Pay  will  be  small 1” 

“It  makes  no  difference,  so  long  as  I  can  get  a  place  to 
sleep  and  suttin’  to  eat  an’  kin  keep  out  of  the  way  of  them 
blamed  Yankee  detectives.” 

“It’s  a  bargain,  then.  I  need  just  such  a  man  as  you  are.” 

“I’ll  be  as  faithful  to  you  as  a  dog.” 

*  “You’d  better,  if  you  want  to  live.” 

“But  what  about  them  falls?  Am  I  to  drive  much  fur¬ 
ther  ?”  '  i 

“Go  on,  I’ll  tell  you  when  to  stop!’’ 

Old  King  Brady  urged  the  horses  forward. 

The  noise  of  the  falling  water  grew  louder. 

“Hold  on,  now!”  cried  the  man  at  length.  “You  want 
to  pull  in  here.” 

Old  King  Bradv  stopped  the  horses. 

“Jump  down  and  push  on  the  wall  to  the  right !”  ordered 
the  man. 

The  detective  did  it. 

Scarcely  to  his  surprise,  a  piece  of  the  wall  rolled  back, 
leaving  an  opening  big  enough  to  let  the  team  go  through. 

It  was  one  of  the  most  cleverly  contrived  arrangements 
Old  King  Brady  had  ever  seen. 

A  thin  slab  or  stone  had  been  fitted  into  this  break. 

It  worked  on  hidden  hinges  and  moved  upon  rollers  half 
buried  in  the  ground. 

The  man  took  up  the  reins  and  drove  the  wagon  through. 

Old  King  Brady  saw  that  they  wTere  now  out  on  a  regular 


road. 

“  Shut  the  door !”  was  the  next  order. 

A  moment  later  they  were  rattling  down  the  mountains 
and  at  length  they  came  to  the  railroad  track  in  the  valley 


below. 

“Turn  to  the  right  and  follow  the  railroad!”  was  the 
next  order. 

Two  miles  more  were  covered. 

At  la-t  they  pulled  up  at  an  old,  ruinous  house,  stand- 
j r, rt  r-lose  to  the  railroad. 

The  windows  were  broken  and  the  roof  had  partly  fallen 


in.  , 

Old  King  Brady  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  house 


had  been  in  its  present  condition  since  the  days  of  the  war. 

It  was,  however,  surrounded  by  a  high  fence,  which 
looked  comparatively  new. 

“This  is  where  we  stop,”  said  the  man.  “Get  down;  go 
to  the  gate  and  knock  three  times.” 

Old  King  Brady  dropped  off  the  wagon. 

A  lonelier  spot  could  hardly  be  imagined. 

“This  is,  no  doubt,  the  moonshiners’  shipping  point,”  he 
thought.  “I  saw  this  house  every  time  I  passed  over  the 
railroad  and  yet  I  never  suspected  it.  But  why  should  I  ? 
It  is  certainly  far  enough  away  from  the  still.” 

He  felt  that  he  was  completely  in  the  power  of  the  moon¬ 
shiners’  confederates,  and  that  nothing  but  the  greatest 
care  would  enable  him  to  carry  out  his  plans. 

The  knocking  at  the  gate  was  soon  answered. 

A  man  carrying  a  shotgun  and  a  lantern  appeared. 

“Who  the  blazes  are  you?”  he  demanded,  flashing  the 
light  in  Old  King  Brady’s  face. 

“Oh,  I’m  only  Dick  Dolliver,”  replied  the  detective, 
showing  no  sign  of  fear.  “There’s  the  boss  in  the  wagon, 
there.” 

“It’s  all  right,  Sandy !”  called  the  man.  “You  may  open 
the  gate.” 

“Doctor,  that’s  you?” 

“Yes.  Can’t  you  see?” 

“I  see  now.  I  don’j;  understand  about  this  stranger.” 

“The  stranger  is  all  right,  or  I  wouldn’t  have  brought 
him.  Open  the  gate  !” 

“Dr.  Crofut,  third  assistant  freight  agent  of  the  road, 
or  I’m  a  ghost !”  Old  King  Brady  muttered  to  himself. 

He  was  sure  that  he  had  made  a  great  discovery. 

What  he  wanted  more  than  anything  else  was  to  bring 
the  moonshine  business  up  to  the  railroad  men. 

A  large  double  gate  was  thrown  open  and  the  wagon 
driven  into  the  yard. 

The  other  wagon  was  already  there. 

The  whiskey  barrels,  however,  had  all  been  removed. 

Another  man  now  came  out  of  the  house. 

“Who  is  this  feller,  Doc  ?”  he  asked. 

“Well,  his  name  is  Dick  Dolliver,  and  he  is  an  old 
moonshiner  from  the  other  side  of  the  range;  that’s  all 
it  is  necessary  for  you  to  know,”  the  doctor  replied. 

“I’m  not  prying  into  your  business.  I  didn’t  know  about 
the  stranger,  that’s  all.” 

“If  I  bring  twenty  strangers  here  that’s  my  business.” 

“I  reckon  it  is.  Doc.  I  reckon  it  is.” 

“Then  don’t  kick.” 

“I’m  not  a-kicking.” 

“You  abandoned  this  team  and  this  fellow  picked  it  up, 
that’s  all.  He’s  a  blame  sight  smarter  than  you.  Take 
him  in  and  give  him  something  to  pat  and  put  him  to  bed. 
We  are  short  a  man  on  the  loading,  anyway,  and  we  shall 
want  help  when  the  train  arrives.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  taken  into  one  of  the  lower  rooms  of 
the  house,  and  bread  and  cold  meat  set  before  him. 

Jerry  Rynders  proved  to  be  one  of  the  silent  kind. 

He  waited  on  the  detective  all  that  was  necessary,  but  did 
not  speak  until  Old  King  Brady  was  all  through  eating. 
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“You  can  sleep  there  till  you  are  called,”  he  said,  as  he 
threw  open  the  door  of  a  smaller  room  where  three  or 
four  matt  nesses  had  been  thrown  down  on  the  floor. 

Old  King  Brady  lay  down  on  the  mattrass  and  Jerry 
Renders  closed  the  door. 

“It’s  closing  in,”  muttered  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  lay 
down  on  the  mattrass.  We  have  located  the  still  and  we 
have  located  the  shipping  point  and,  if  I  am  not  greatly 
mistaken,  we  have  located  the  head  crook  of  the  railroad 
men.  It's  about  time  to  spring  the  trap,  but,  all  the  same, 
l  would  like  to  scoop  in  this  whiskey.  Well,  well,  I  must 
have  patience  and  see  how  all  this  is  likely  to  end." 

By  having  patience  Old  King  Brady  did  not  mean  that  he 
intended  to  lie  still  on  his  mattrass  waiting  to  be  called. 

He  had  no  intention  of  doing  anything  of  the  kind. 

The  moment  the  sound  of  Jerry  Rynders'  footsteps  died 
away,  the  old  detective  was  up  and  at  it. 

The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  bring  his  pocket  electric 
light  to  bear  on  the  scene. 

There  was  a  bolt  on  the  inside  of  the  door. 

Old  King  Brady  shot  the  bolt  and  felt  safer. 

Then  he  scanned  the  wall  for  peepholes,  but  saw  none. 

‘‘I  guess  I'm  safe  from  observation,”  he  muttered.  “Now 
to  find  out  what  all  this  clicking  is  about.” 

There  was  a  telegraph  instrument  calling  somewhere. 

The  detective  could  hear  it  through  the  window. 

Throwing  up  the  window  he  let  himself  out  and  dropped 
the  few  feet  which  separated  him  from  the  ground  below. 

Still  he  could  hear  the  instrument  clicking,  and  louder. 

Old  King  Brady  was  well  up  in  the  Morse  language  as  in 
everything  else. 

“Moon!  Moon!  Moon!"  the  instrument  kept  calling. 

It  was  behind  the  closed  shutters,  which  concealed  the 
next  window. 

Being  on  the  other  side  of  the  house,  and  entirely  con¬ 
cealed  from  observation,  Old  King  Brady  took  his  place 
against  the  shutters  and  waited. 

“There  will  be  something  doing' here  sooner  or  later,” 
he  said  to  himself.  “All  1  want  is  to  bring  it  up  to  these 
railroad  men.” 

At  last,  after  a  short  wait,  a  voice  was  heard  behind  the 
shutters. 

It  was  Jerry  Rynders  calling. 

“You  are  right,  Doc.  They  are  giving  you  the  call!” 
he  sung  out. 

Old  King  Brady  pressed  his  ear  closer  to  the  break  be¬ 
tween  the  shutters. 

Presently  he  could  hear  the  doctor's  footsteps  in  the 

room. 

Then  the  answering  signal  was  given  on  the  telegraph 
instrument,  and  the  following  telegraphic  talk  took  place, 
every  word  of  which  the  detective  perfectly  understood: 

“Knoxville,  Knoxville.” 

“Hello!  Is  this  Dr.  Crofut?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have  been  trying  to  get  you  for  the  last  half  hour.” 

“1  have  Just  come  in.  Well?” 

“It  can’t  be  done  to-night.” 


“Thunder!  Why  not?” 

“Green  hand  on  No.  8.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it.” 

“Yes.  Don't  dare  to  give  the  order  to  stop.” 

“Do  you  think  he  is  a  detective?” 

“Can’t  say.” 

“How  did  he  get  on?” 

“  Haven’t  been  able  to  find  out.” 

“Then  it  may  be  all  right.” 

“Yes.” 

“When  do  I  get  a  train?” 

“Three-two  to-morrow  night.” 

“A  long  wait.  Have  I  got  to  hang  around  here  all  that 
time  ?” 

“/You  certainly  have.  There  is  no  other  way.” 

“Well,  I  shall  have  to  be  patient.” 

“Possess  your  soul  in  patience.  Ha,  ha!” 

(“It’s  no  laughing  matter  to  be  kept  in  this  dogs’  kennel 
for  twenty-four  hours,  liable  to  have  the  detectives  pounce 
upon  you  any  time.” 

“I  wish  I  was  down  there  instead  of  you,  Doc.  I'd  like 
no  better  fun.” 

“Yes,  you  would.  Hello!” 

“Well?” 

“Don’t  cut  me  off.” 

“Hain’t  a-going  to.” 

“Can  you  send  two  cars  to-morrow  night?” 

“  Yes,  I  guess  so.” 

“Then  I  think  I’ll  go  up  in  the  early  evening  and  get 
another  load  from  Old  Beeswax.” 

“Good  idea,  if  you  have  the  cash.” 

“I  have  that,  all  right,  as  you  know.” 

“I'd  do  it,  then.” 

“Settled.  Has  anything  been  heard  of  the  Bradys?” 

“Not  a  thing.  They  must  have  gone  back  to  New  York, 
all  right.” 

“I  hope  so.  Still,  I  don’t  trust  'em.  I  shall  be  glad 
when  this  load  is  shipped,  and  you  don’t  catch  me  mussing 
with  another  for  some  time  to  come.” 

“Ha,  ha  !  You  are  getting  scary,  Doc.” 

“You  were  scared  fast  enough  when  we  got  the  tip  from 
New  York  that  the  Bradys  had  been  put  on  the  case.” 

“That’s  right,  too.  Good-by.” 

“Good-by.” 

The  doctor  was  heard  leaving  the  room. 

“Well,  well!”  muttered  Old  King  Brady.  “They  have 
got  a  ground  wire  here  connecting  right  with  the  railroad 
offices  in  Knoxville.” 

Old  King  Brady  climbed  back  through  the  window  again 
and,  unbolting  the  door,  lay  down  on  the  mattrass. 

No  need  to  explore  the  house  now. 

He  had  made  a  great  discovery. 

He  had  brought  the  moonshine  business  up  to  the  railroad 
men. 


in.  mru  tor  a  certainty  that  the  man  he  v 

dealing  with  was  Dr.  Crofut,  third  assistant  freight  ac 
of  the  road. 

Old  King  Brady  was  none  too  soon. 
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Five  minutes  later  Jerry  Rynders  was  shaking  him  by 

the  shoulder. 

"Get  up!  Get  up!  You  are  wanted,”  he  said  gruffly. 
“What's  the  matter?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“Doc  wants  you.” 

,  “All  right.” 

The  detective  followed  Jerry  from  the  room. 

“I  am  discovered,”  he  thought.  “This  man’s  manner 
shows  it.  There  can  be  no  mistake.” 

“Come  this  way!"  growled  Jerry,  when  they  got  into  the 

other  room. 

Old  King  Brady  followed  him  meekly  through  a  side 

door.  *  ' 

He  expected  to  be  taken  into  the  presence  of  Dr.  Crofut. 
There  he  was  mistaken. 

Jerry  Rynders  was  an  unusually  shrewd  fellow. 

He  had  suspected  the  detective  from  the  first. 

Now  he  thought  he  had  him  where  his  hair  was  short. 
“This  way !"  he  growled,  leading  Old  King  Brady  around 
to  the  other  side  of  the  house  where  the  detective  had  lis¬ 
tened  at  the  shutter. 

Old  King  Brady  was  all  ready  for  him. 

It  took  a  sharp  man  to  get  the  best  of  that  sly  old  fox. 
“Well,  and  what’s  here?”  he  demanded,  as  the  man 
stopped  under  the  shuttered  window. 

“Whose  footsteps  are  those?”  fiercely  demanded  Jerry, 
pointing  down  at  the  soft  ground  as  he  spoke. 

“Mine,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  quietly. 

“I  knew  it.  Yrou  are  a  spy.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  when  Old  King  Brady 
leaped  upon  Rynders,  caught  him  by  the  throat  and  jammed 
him  back  against  the  wall. 

“Not  a  word !  Not  a  sound !”  he  hissed,  “or,  ks  sure  as 
there  is  a  heaven  above  us,  you’re  a  dead  man !" 


CHAPTER  X. 

JERRY  RYNDERS  GIVES  IT  UP. 

4 

\ 

Old  King  Brady  had  his  hands  full. 

Jerry  Rynders  was  as  strong  as  they  make  them. 

He  gave  one  great  cry,  and  kicked  and  struggled 

violentlv. 

%/ 

It  was  all  the  brave*old  detective  could  do  to  handle  him. 
As  it  was  necessary  to  instantly  reduce  him  to  silence, 
Old  Kins  Bradv  did  it  with  one  well-directed  blow  be- 
tween  the  eyes. 

H<*  knew  just  where  to  strike  to  do  the  business. 

The  blow  laid  the  fellow  out  unconscious  at  the  detec¬ 
tive’s  feet. 

This  would  last  only  for  a  minute,  however. 

Old  King  Brady  jammed  a  handkerchief  into  his  mouth 
and  clapped  a  pair  of  handcuffs  about  Jerry’s  wrists. 

7  n  he  stood  breathlessly  listening. 

“If  that  crj  was  heard  then  I  shall  have  to  fight  all 
three  of  them,”  he  thought. 


He  jumped  at  the  correct  conclusion  that  Jerry  had  been 
operating  on  his  own  account. 

“  He  meant  to  make  a  card  for  himself  by  proving  to 
the  doctor  that  I’m  a  spy,”  he  thought.  “I  nipped  him  just 
in  time.” 

The  minutes  passed,  and  there  was  no  alarm. 

Inside  the  old  ruin  all  was  as  silent  as  the  grave. 

Jerry  was  coming  back  to  life  again  and  began  to  twist 
his  legs  and  arms. 

Making  sure  that  he  was  powerless  to  speak  or  rise,  Old 
King  Brady  crept  toward  the  fence.  He  hurried  along  its 
length  until  he  came  to  a  loose  board. 

Seizing  it,  he  tore  the  board  away,  dashed  back  to  Jerry, 
lifted  him  to  his  feet  and,  in  a  twinkling,  had  him  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fence  and  in  the  woods  bevond./ 

At  first  Jerry  struggled  and  was  inclined  to  show  -fight. 

Old  King  Brady  soon  put  a  stop  to  that. 

He  pulled  out  his  revolver,  cocked  it,  and  thrust  it  into 
the  fellow’s  face. 

“You  will  stop  all  this  nonsense,  or  I  shall  be  under  the 
painful  necessity  of  shooting  you,”  he  said,  in  his  calm, 
clear  voice.  “It  is  for  you  to  choose.” 

Jerrv  saw  that  he  was  in  dead  earnest. 

J 

He  immediatelv  calmed  down. 

•/ 

“You  will  go  with  me  quietly,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“If  you  behave  yourself  and  make  no  trouble,  perhaps  you 
will  be  allowed  to  turn  State’s  evidence.  If  you  make  me 
trouble  I  shall  put  you  to  sleep  once  for  all.” 

A  mumble  behind  the  gag  was  the  only  answer. 

Old  King  Brady  saw  by  Jerry’s  face  that  he  had  .decided 
to  yield. 

The  detective,  taking  him  by  the  arm,  skirted  along  the 
edge  of  the  woods  until  they  were  entirely  out  of  sight  and 
hearing  of  those  in  the  old  house. 

He  then  halted  and  removed  the  gag. 

/  * 

“Well,  my  friend,”  he  said,  “you  did  not  catch  iyour 
spy !” 

“Burn  you!” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  have  no  doubt  you  would  be  glad  to.” 

“My  day  will  come  yet.” 

“Amur  day  is  all  over,  if  you  only  knew  it.” 

“You  are  a  detective!” 

“No  matter  who  or  what  I  am.” 

“You  are  Old  King  Brady.” 

“Who  was  telling  you?” 

“I  knew  you  as  soon  as  you  came  into  the  yard,  in  spite 
of  your  disguise.” 

“Ha!  You  did?” 

“Yes,  I  did.” 

“And  you  told  Dr.  Crofut  your  suspicions,  of  course?” 

“I  won’t  give  you  the  satisfaction  of  answering  that 
question.” 

“You  have  already  answered  it.  I  know  now  that  you 
did  not.” 

“You  are  too  sharp  to  live.” 

“If  I  am  Old  King  Brady  T  have  a  reputation  for  sharp¬ 
ness  to  sustain.”  / 

“That’s  so  also;  yo/  are  Old  King  Brady  fast  enough.” 


I 


24 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  MOONSHINERS. 


“How  do  you  know?” 

“I’m  no  cracker,  Mr.  Brady  ;  I'm  from  New  York.” 

“You’re  telling  the  truth  there.” 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“By  your  dialect.  You  have  got  the  true  New  York 
twist  to  your  tongue.” 

“I  take  that  as  a  compliment.  Don't  you  know  me?'' 

“I  begin  to  think  that  I  do.” 

“Yet  it  would  not  be  strange  if  you  didn't.  Fifteen 
years  have  passed  since  we  saw  each  other  the  last  time.” 

“I  begin  to  tumble.  I  put  you  away  once.” 

“For  ten  years.” 

•“You  were  a  mere  boy  then,  but  your  face  comes  back 
to  me.  You  were  bartender  in  Riordan's  saloon,  Eighth 
avenue  and  Thirty-eighth  street.” 

“Yes.” 

“You  robbed  a  brewery  collector  in  the  back  room  one 
Saturday  night  and  threw  him  into  the  street,  where  he 
nearly  died  in  the  snow.” 

“That  was  your  story.” 

“It  was  the  true  story,  all  right,  Mr.  Butch  Bladey.  You 
see  I  even  remember  your  name.” 

“Yes.  I  was  a  fool  to  call  myself  to  your  mind.” 

“No,  you  were  not.” 

“Why?” 

“You  did  it  on  purpose  to  keep  from  being  pulled  in 
with  the  rest  of  the  moonshiners.  You  don't  care  a  pinch 
of  snuff  which  side  you  are  on,  so  long  as  you  are  taken 
care  of  yourself.  That's  the  kind  of  fellow  you  are  every 
time;  but  you  have  a  mighty  good  memory,  all  the' same, 
to  know  me  in  disguise,  after  fifteen  years.  Come  on  !” 

They  turned  in  upon  the  railroad  then,  and  walked  along 
together  between  the  tracks. 

Old  King  Brady  was  anything  but  sorry  for  what  had 
just  occurred. 

That  he  had  an  old  New  York  crook,  who  knew  him,  to 
deal  with  he  regarded  as  a  great  piece  of  good  luck. 

He  knew  the  breed  perfectly  well. 

He  felt  better  able  to  handle  one  of  them  than  these  queer 
cracker  geniuses  away  down  in  Tennessee. 

“Well,  Bladey,  what  brought  you  down  here?”  he  asked 
at  last. 

“Oh,  I  am  a-railroading  now.” 

“So?” 

“Yes.” 

“Working  for  the  third  assistant  freight  agent?” 

“Yes,  of  course.” 

“You  did  your  time,  all  right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Been  put  away  since?” 

“That’s  nothing  to  you,  Brady.” 

“No;  but  T  happen  to  know  that  you  have.  You  were  in 
prison  at  Parkersburg,  West  Virginia.  You  joined  in  a 
jail  delivery;  a  keeper  was  killed.  You  are  wanted  for 
that.” 

“You  know  too  much.” 

“Not  that  I  have  anything  against  you.  If  vou  serve  mv 
purpose  all  rigid  in  this  business  I'll  never  squeal." 


“That  hain’t  enough,  Brady.  I  want  money,  too.” 

•  “Perhaps  you  might  get  it.  There’s  a  big  reward  corn¬ 
ing  to  me  if  I  succeed  in  breaking  up  the  Beeswax  gang.'9 

“Now,  look  here,  Brady.” 

“Well  ?”  1 

“I  know'd  you  as  soon  as  ever  I  seen  you.” 

“So  you  said  before.”  J 

“  I  says  to  myself,  if  that  hain’t  Old  King  Brady  may  I 
never  strike  New  York  again.” 

“I  see  you  are  living  in  hopes  to  get  back  to  the  old 
town.” 

“Well,  wouldn't  you?” 

“Go  on.” 

“I  says  to  myself,  I've  either  got  to  do  him,  or  he’ll  do 
me.” 

“Sensible  conclusion  to  come  to.” 

“So  I  just  lays  for  my  chance.” 

“And  you  thought  you  had  it  when  you  dragged  me 
around  there  to  look  at  my  own  footprints?” 

“You  were  too  quick  for  me,  papa  !” 

“Ha,  yes!  If  I  hadn't  laid  you  out - ” 

“If  you  hadn’t  laid  me  out  like  you  did,  you’d  be  cold 

meat  now  verself.” 

«/ 

“Yes,  yes  !  I  didn't  get  there.” 

“Just  your  luck.” 

“Call  it  that,  if  you  like.” 

“Where  are  you  taking  me  to?” 

“You  will  know  in  a  minute,  for  we  are  almost  there.” 

\ . 

“I  she!  I  begin  to  understand.” 

“What  do  you  see?  What  do  you  understand,  Bladey?” 

“It's  the  old  story  with  you.  There  is  some  deep-laid 
plot  on  hand  to  down  the  moonshiners.” 

“You  know  a  lot.” 

“I  know  you,  papa.  I  wouldn’t  give  a  bad  nickel  for  the 
chances  of  the  Bill  Beeswax  gang  now !” 

Old  King  Brady  chuckled  and  said  no  more. 

In  a  few  moments  he  turned  abruptly  off  into  the  woods. 

“Come  on,  Jerry!”  he  called,  giving  his  prisoner  the 
assumed  name. 

“Oh,  I'm  a  coming.  Jerry  Rynders  gives  up  business 
from  this  on,”  growled  the  crook.  “Let  it  be  Butch  Bladey, 
now.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  no  reply  to  this,  but  led  the  way 
on  into  the  woods. 

In  a  moment  they  came  out  upon  #n  abandoned  log  hut, 
standing  in  the  middle  of  a  small  clearing. 

“An  old  nigger  house  !”  cried  Butch.  “Who  have  you  got 
in  there?” 

f 

Instead  of  answering,  Old  King  Brady  produced  a  small 
whistle,  which  he  blew  sharply. 

Inside  of  two  minutes  a  man  appeared  at  the  door  with 
a  gun. 

“Who  are  you?"  he  called,  covering  the  detective  and 
his  prisoner. 

“S.  8.!"  replied  Old  King  Brady.  jl 

“True  to  O.  and  Y.  K.  B."  was  the  reply.  jt 

The  gun  was  lowered. 
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The  man  walked  forward  and  bowed  respectfully  to  the 

detective. 

“Mr.  Brady,  you  have  been  a  long  time  coming,”  he  said; 
“and  now  that  you  have  come  I  didn’t  know  you  in  your 
disguise.” 

K-. 

“That's  all  right.  Captain  Weldon.” 

“  I  suppose  you  make  up  your  disguises  so  that  your  best 

friends  won't  know  you?” 

“I  certainly  try  to.  Otherwise  they  would  be  of  but  little 

use.” 

“Who  have  we  here?” 

“  Our  first  prisoner.  •  I  had  to  arrest  him  in  a  hurry,  or 
you  would  not  have  seen  me  here  to-night.” 

“He  shall  be  well  guarded.” 

“Are  all  the  boys  here?” 

“Yes,  the  last  of  them  arrived  yesterday  morning.  They 
had  to  keep  in  the  woods  all  the  way  up  from  Eagle  Valley, 
where  they  left  the  train.” 

“Right.  I  want  you  all  right  now.” 

“At  your  service  any  time,  Mr.  Brady.  Shall  we  re¬ 
main  to  look  after  this  man  ?” 

“Yes;  not  so  much  that  as  to  give  the  alarm  in  case 
prowlers  put  in  an  appearance.  There  must  be  no  mistakes 
made  in  this  business.” 

“Very  good.  I'll  call  the  boys.” 

A  few  minutes  later,  twenty  armed  men,  all  masked  like 
the  first,  came  filing  out  of  the  log  hut. 

“There  you  are!’’  cried  Butch  Bladey.  “I  knew  it.  All 
up  with  Doc  now.” 

“Take  this  fellow  away,”  was  Old  King  Brady’s  only 
reply. 

Air.  Butch  Bladey  disappeared  in  a  hurry. 

Old  King  Brady  then  put  himself  at  the  head  of  his  little 
force  and  marched  back  to  the  ruined  house  by  the  railroad. 

Half  an  hour  later  the  Secret  Service  men  were  thunder¬ 
ing  at  the  gate. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

* 

f 

CAPTURED  BY  THE  MOONSHINERS.  \ 

We  left  Young  King  Brady  blocked  at  the  secret  door 
of  the  gorge. 

That  the  young  detective  failed  to  solve  the  secret  of  its 
working  need  reflect,  no  disgrace  upon  him. 

Old  King  Brady  himself  might  have  been  puzzled. 

Harry  made  a  long  and  careful  search  for  a  secret  open¬ 
ing,  but,  at  length,  felt  obliged  to  give  it  up. 

“The  wagons  must  have  got  out  of  here  somehow,”  he 
thought.  “I  can’t  discover  the  way.  My  only  plan  is  to  fol¬ 
low  the  gorge  back  until  T  can  get  on  top  of  the  ledges.  I 
must  hcc  what  then-  is  on  the  other  side.” 

He  remembered  a  place  where  there  was  a  sort  of  gulley 
her  ween  tie-  rocks  on  the  northern  side  of  the  gorge,  which 
was  the  side  he  wished  to  explore. 

Young  King  Brady  thought  he  could,  perhaps,  climb  up 

there. 


Upon  reaching  the  spot  he  found  the  place  much  steeper 
than  he  had  supposed. 

To  attempt  the  ascent  in  the  darkness  was  certainly  a 
dangerous  thing. 

Harry  had  no  notion  of  giving  up,  however. 

After  waiting  a  little,  he  tackled  it. 

The  dead  leaves  which  had  lodged  in  between  the  ledges 
were  wet  and  slippery. 

The  sides  of  the  rock  were  smooth  limestone  and  more 
slippery  still. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  would  have  been  a  difficult  climb 
for  a  goat. 

There  was  nothing  to  take  hold  of. 

All  Young  King  Brady  could  do  was  to  get  down  on  his 
hands  and  knees  and  crawl  up  over  the  leaves  the  best  he 
could. 

Three  times  he  lost  his  hold,  and  went  sliding  back  ten 
or  fifteen  feet. 

At  last  he  reached  a  point  very  near  the  top. 

Here  came  another  difficulty. 

There  was  before  him  now  a  straight  rise  of  some  eight 
feet.  This  brought  the  top  of  the  ledge  out  of  Harry’s 
reach. 

He  might  have  leaped  up  and  caught  it  if  there  had  been 
some  footing  below. 

But  there  wasn’t. 

To  make  a  miss  of  it  and  fall  back  on  the  leaves  was  to 
be  sent  flying  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  gorge. 

Young  King  Brady  studied  the  situation  for  a  few  min¬ 
utes  and  began  digging  awray  at  the  leaves  and  the  dirt 
beneath. 

At  last  he  had  made  a  reasonably  secure  standing  place, 
a  few  feet  square. 

A  slight  sound  on  the  top  of  the  hill  now  startled  him. 

He  listened  for  a  time,  and,  as  it  was  not  repeated,  he 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  noise  came  from  some 
rabbit  jumping  about. 

Young  King  Brad}r  now  tossed  his  rifle  up  on  top  of 
the  ledge  and  prepared  for  the  final  move. 

Up  he  sprang,  with  all  the  force  he  could  muster. 

He  just  caught  the  top  of  the  ledge  and  was  holding  on 
for  dear  life  when  suddenly  both  his  hands  were  seized,  and 
he  was  held  fast. 

It  was  an  awful  sensation. 

Harry  never  doubted  he  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the 
enemy. 

“Pull !  Pull  him  up!”  a  gruff  voice  called. 

Young  King  Brady  was  only  a  lightweight. 

The  hands  that  clutched  him  were  as  strong  as  iron. 

In  a  moment  the  detective  was  lifted  up  bodily  over  the 
ledge. 

“Keep  cool !  Keep  cool !”  Young  King  Brady  was  say¬ 
ing  to  himself,  as  he  was  pulled  up  into  the  air. 

He  expected  just  what  'happened. 

Six  stalwart  moonshiners  pressed  about  him. 

Young  King  Brady  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  no¬ 
torious  Beeswax  Boys. 

Zeke  was  there.  So  were  Isaac  and  Rufe. 
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The  others  looked  just  as  fierce  although  Young  King 
Brady  did  not  know  their  names. 

Then  the  everlasting  talk  began. 

These  crackers  have  to  do  just  so  much  jawing  before 
they  can  get  down  to  work.  Young  King  Brady  started  the 
ball  rolling,  however. 

“Sav,  is  it  you  fellers?”  he  exclaimed,  innocently.  “Well, 
I’m  a  thousand  times  obliged  to  you  for  pulling  me 
up.” 

“Oh,  yes,  you  are  not!”  growled  Zeke. 

“Chuck  the  blame  spy  right  over  the  cliffs!”  Isaac 
called  out. 

“Hold  on !”  said  Rufe.  “That’s  agin’  father’s  orders. 
You  know  what  ?” 

“Why,  what’s  the  matter  with  you,  boys?”  Harry  asked, 
in  his  most  innocent  way. 

“What  be  you  prowling  about  hyar  for?”  demanded 
Rufe. 

“Looking  for  my  partner,  of  course ;  you  know  that.” 

“You’re  a  spy  and  your  partner  is  another.” 

“Oh,  come,  now;  you  are  all  wrong.  I  refer  you  to 
Mayor  Mutenhed  of  Turtletown.  He  knows  us.” 

“He  don  t  know  nothin’  about  yer.  He  telled  me  so  with 
his  own  lips.” 

“Well,  say,  the  mayor  is  kind  of  down  on  me  because  I 
showed  you  fellers  the  gold  in  the  creek.” 

“Pin  him  to  the  p  int!”  broke  in  Isaac.  “Didn’t  we  see 
him  prowling  ’round  at  the  end  of  the  gorge?” 

“Of  course,  you  did,”  said  Harry,  promptly. 

“Well,  what  were  yer  doing  there?” 

“Looking  for  some  way  to  get  on  further,  to  be  sure.” 

“I  telled  yer  so!”  growled  Isaac. 

“Say,  he  don’t  make  no  secret  of  it,”  said  Zeke.  “I  be¬ 
lieve  the  boy  is  all  right.” 

“Oh,  yew  shut  up  yer  head!”  cried  Rufe.  “We’d  have 
done  him  up  the  first  night  he  came  onto  the  mountain  if 
it  hadn’t  been  for  yew.” 

“And  then  you  never  would  have  known  about  ther  gold.” 

“To  blazes  with  the  gold!  Do  we  want  to  spile  a  good 
thing  for  one  what  most  likely  will  turn  out  to  be  a  fake?” 

“Say,  boys,  I'm  no  spy,”  said  Harry.  “I’m  only  looking 
for  my  partner.  Wouldn’t  you  do  the  same?” 

“Let  him  go,  ’  said  Zeke.  “He’ll  get  back  to  the  camp 
to  oblige  me.  and  we’ll  all  look  for  his  partner  to-morrow.” 

“Won’t!"  said  Isaac. 

“Dassen’t!”  said  Rufe. 

“We  must  take  him  to  the  old  man,”  said  Isaac. 

“And  once  he  gets  thar  that  ends  him  forever,”  said 
Zeke. 

f  It.  do!  said  Rufe.  “He  will  never  leave  the  place 
alive.” 

’V  oung  King  Brady  pleaded  hard  after  that. 

It  was  no  use,  however. 

No  one  could  deny  that  the  Beeswax  boys  were  dutiful 
eons. 

I  hey  had  their  orders,  and  they  meant  to  live  up  to  them. 

Zeke  was  the  only  objector.  He  soon  gave  it  up. 

Then  a  start  was  made. 


First  Harry  was  searched  for  firearms.  Two  revolvers 
and  a  bowie  knife  were  taken  from  him,  beside  the  ri tie. 

This  did  not  help  matters  any. 

Yet  the  Beeswax  boys  did  not  get  half  the  detective’s 
stock  in  trade. 

If  they  had  found  Harry’s  disguises  in  the  secret  pockets 
it  would  have  been  all  up  with  him,  indeed. 

They  tied  his  hands  behind  him,  and  a  start  was  made. 

Three  of  the  brothers  walked  ahead  of  the  prisoner  and 
three  brought  up  the  rear. 

At  length  they,  came  to  a  place  where  there  was  an  easy 
descent  down  into  the  bed  of  the  creek. 

Following  up  the  creek  for  a  short  distance  they  came  to 
the  foot  of  the  falls.  Here  they  halted  and  Rufe  gave 
three  shrill  whistles. 

There  was  a  wait  in  silende  of  a  good  ten  minutes  after 
that.  At  last  an  answering  whistle  was  heard.  Then  sud¬ 
denly  the  very  duplicate  of  the  strange  stone  door  at  the 
other  end  of  the  gorge  swung  back  on  their  left. 

Here  was  an  opening  big  enough  to  let  a  wagon  through. 

Zeke’s  verv  double  stood  there  with  a  lantern. 

^  i 

“So  }^er  got  him?”  he  growled. 

“  Right  you  are,  Hen,”  replied  Isaac,  “and  he’s  a  spy,  all 
right,  tew.” 

“I  telled  dad  so  from  the  first.” 

“Where  is  father?” 

“He’s  full  as  a  goat,  and  sound  asleep.” 

“Blame  him  !  He’s  always  full  when  he  ought  to  be 
sober.  What’s  to  be  done  ?” 

“Nothing  but  to  lock  him  up  till  the  old  man  gets  down 
to  biz.”  ' 

It  looked  as  if  it  was  all  up  with  Young  King  Brady. 

The  Beeswax  boys  carried  him  up  into  the  secret  valley, 
then.  Ten  minutes  later  the  young  detective  was  a  pris¬ 
oner,  locked  in  a  small  room  partitioned  off  from  one  cor¬ 
ner  of  the  cave  in  which  he  had  gone  to  the  rescue  of  Annie 
the  night  before. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  STARTS  THE  RAID  ON  THE  MOONSHINERS' 

SECRET  DEN. 

While  matters  were  thus  going  against  Young  King 
Brady,  Old  King  Brady  was  getting  on  all  right. 

Not  that  this  reflected  upon  Harry's  skill  as  a  detective 
in  the  least. 

His  had  been  the  harder  part  to  play,  and  it  had  led  him 
up  against  trouble — that  was  all. 

Wo  left  Old  King  Brady  at  the  head  of  the  Secret  Service 
men  thundering  at  the  gate  of  the  ruined  house.  This 
band  of  men  had  been  sent  down  into  Tennessee  from 
Washington  by  the  chief  of  the  Secret  Service  Bureau  ex¬ 
pressly  to  co-operate  with  the  Bradys,  for,  of  course,  it  was 
not  expected  that  the  two  detectives,  brave  as  they  were, 
could  arrest  the  entire  Beeswax  gang  alone. 

The  work  of  the  Bradys  was  to  locate  the  still,  and  thov 
had  successfully  accomplished  it. 
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l  hey  were  further  expected  to  bring  the  moonshine  busi- 
up  to  the  railroad  men,  and  they  had  done  that. 

All  that  now  remained  was  to  capture  the  gang  and  as 
nueh  whiskey  as  possible. 

I  hat  he  would  succeed  in  this  also  Old  King  Brady  had 
lot  the  least  doubt. 

The  old  detective  had  resumed  his  usual  dress  before 
parting  away  from  the  log  hut  and  was  all  ready  for  busi- 
less  when  h^gave  the  first  knock. 

There  was  no  answer.  Nor  was  any  sound  heard  at  the 

;econd  and  the  third. 

A 

Old  King  Brady  and  Captain  Welden  stood  at  the  gate 

done. 

Before  making  any  demonstration  the  detective  had 
hrown  his  men  around  the  entire  fence. 

It  was  simply  impossible  for  any  one  to  escape  unseen. 

‘‘Strange  they  don't  make  some  reply,  Mr.  Brady/’  re- 
narked  Captain  Welden. 

“They  are  most  likely  laying  for  us  inside/’  Old  King 
Brady  answered. 

“Hadn't  we  better  break  in  ?” 

“No;  I  know  a  better  way  than  that.  Move  up  the  men 
i  bit  so  as  to  guard  the  gate  and  spare  one  more  to  go  in 
svith  vou  and  me.” 

j 

This  "was  done,  and  Old  King  Brady  led  the  way  to  the 
ireak  in  the  fence. 

It  had  not  been  repaired.  Everything  was  just  as  he 
left  it  when  he  captured  Butch  Bladey. 

“Queer  that  they  didn’t  try  to  stop  this  hole/’  the  old 
detective  thought. 

It  crossed  his  mind  then  that  the  two  men  might  have 
suspected  him  and  made  their  escape. 

Captain  Welden  said  as  much  at  the  start.  He  said  it 
several  times  again  while  he  and  Old,  King  Brady  were 
searching  the  ruined  house. 

The  detective, and  the  Secret  Service  men  made  thorough 
work  of  this.  It  was  entirely  unsuccessful. 

They  could  not  find  the  slightest  trace  of  Dr.  Crofut  and 
the  man,  Sandy. 

The  teams  were  safe  in  the  old  barn  and  the  moonshine 
whiskey  in  the  cellar  underneath. 

The  land  upon  which  the  house  and  barn  stood  was  a 
little  elevated  above  the  level  of  the  railroad.  There  was 
a  door  to  the  cellar  which  opened  out  upon  the  level. 

It  was  a  very  neat  arrangement  for  shipping  the  moun¬ 
tain  dew.  All  one  had  to  do  was  to  lay  a  couple  of  boards 
across  from  the  bank  to  the  freight  car.  Then,  by  start¬ 
ing  the  barrels,  they  would  make  a  quick  run  down  a  gen¬ 
tle  grade  right  into  the  freight  car. 

“There  won’t  be  much  trouble  in  carrying  off  that  whis¬ 
key/’  Captain  Welden  remarked. 

“We  want  to  bag  the  gang  first/’  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“If  I  have  lo-t  Dr.  Crofut  T  shall  be  ready  to  give  up  in 
d<  -pair. 

“  Do  vor  give  them  up  yet,  Mr.  Brady  ?” 

“No:  vet  we  have  searched  everywhere.” 

-It  true.  I  don’t  think  they  can  be  in  the  house.” 

“Wait!  I  have  an  idea.” 


\ 


“What  is  that?” 

“Remember  what  1  told  you  about  my  listening  to  Dr. 
Crofut  telegraphing?” 

“Yes.  Well?” 

“We  haven’t  struck  the  room  where  the  telegraph  instru¬ 
ment  is,  Welden.” 

“  Right  you  are  !” 

“We  must  find  it.” 

“Undoubtedly,  it  is  in  some  secret  room.” 

“ThaUs  what.;  Let’s  start  in  to  look  again ;  there  will  be 
no  trouble  in  finding  it  at  all.” 

Of  course,  Old  King  Brady  had  not  forgotten  the  shut¬ 
tered  window,  astride  of  which  he  had  listened  to  the 
“Morse  talk.” 

He  hurriedly  led  the  way  around  the  house  to  it. 

“There’s  the  window/’  he  whispered.  “There’s  a  room 
behind  that  which  we  haven’t  been  in  yet.” 

“Exactly.  We  shall  have  to  open  the  shutter.” 

“I’ll  look  up  a  crowbar  in  the  barn.” 

“Don’t  bother  about  that,  Mr.  Brady.  1  can  fix  it  right 
now.”  if 

“How?” 

'i  , 

“I  have  this  to  work  with.  I  brought  it  along  with  me, 
thinking  that  it  might  come  handy,  and  it  has.” 

Captain  Welden  produced  a  small  burglar’s  sectional 
jimmy. 

Having  fitted  the  parts  together  he  pried  the  shutters 
open  in  a  twinkling. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  ready  with  his  rifle,  in  case  of  an 
alarm. 

None  came,  however. 

A  dim  light  burned  behind  ' the  window,  but  all  was  as 
silent  as  the  grave.  Old  King  Brady  and  Captain  Welden 
peered  in  through  the  grimy  glass. 

“Well,  well,  well !”  muttered*  Captain  Welden.  “Who 
would  ever  have  suspected  a  thing  like  this?” 

“It  was  to  be  expected,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “When 
you  find  a  high  railroad  official,  receiving  a  good,  fat  salary, 
going  crooked  you  may  be  on  the  lookout  for  something  of 
the  sort.” 

“No  fear  of  any  trouble  from  this  quarter  ?” 

“Not  at  present,  certainly.” 

“Do  we  enter?” 

“Right  now.” 

Captain  Welden  put  his  jimmy  under  the  sash  and  had 
it  up  with  one  sweep  of  his  hand.  The  Secret  Service  men 
sprang  into  the  room. 

They  had  captured  their  men. 

There  lay  Dr.  Crofut  upon  a  dirty  cot,  with  Sandy 
crowded  alongside  of  him,  and  his  head  on  the  doctor’s 
breast. 

On  a  chair  beside  the  cot  a  small  lamp  burned. 

It  was  part  of  an  opium  layout.  Dr.  Crofut  and  Sandy 
were  a  pair  of  “dope  fiends.”  . 

Both  were  deep  in  the  opium  sleep. 

On  a  table  nearby,  the  Morse1  instruments  rested. 

There  was  no  door  to  the  room,  but  a  large  button  iu 
the  wall  showed  the  location  of  the  secret  panel. 
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Old  King  Brady  went  to  work  at  Dr.  Crofut  and  searched 
him  thoroughly.  He  took  away  five  thousand  dollars  in 
cash  and  a  number  of  highly  important  papers. 

During  the  searching  process  neither  the  doctor  nor 
Sandy  stirred. 

“What  you  got?”  demanded  Captain  Welden. 

“Documentary  proof  of  his  guilt  and  that  of  half  a  dozeu 
other  railroad  officials,”  Old  King  Brady  replied. 

“Good  enough!  See,  here  is  the  way  out.  This  secret 
panel  leads  right  into  the  main  hallway  of  the  old  house.” 

“Well,  we  will  call  the  boys  in  and — Ha !  he  is  awake,  at 
last !” 

Dr.  Crofut  had  suddenly  risen  to  a  sitting,  position  on  the 

cot. 

“Great  heavens!  What  is  this?  Who  are  you?”  he 
panted,  brushing  his  hand  across  his  pallid  brow. 

He  then  clapped  it  against  his  pockets,  and,  missing  the 
papers,  dropped  back  on  the  pillow  with  a  groan. 

“It’s  all  up  with  me !”  he  said,  shaking  his  finger  at  the 
detective.  “You  are  Old  King  Brady !  Would  to  God  I 
had  never  touched  this  crooked  business !  Here  I  am 
trapped  at  last !” 

“Leave  me  with  him!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  motioning 
for  Captain  Welden  to  withdraw. 

Opium  fiends  are  all  great  cowards.  Old  King  Brady 
knew  that  perfectly  well.  He  intended  to  play  on  that 
string  to  his  advantage  now. 

“Look  at  me,  doctor,”  he  said. 

With  staring  eyes,  and  weak  from  the  effects  of  the  drug, 
the  doctor  watched  the  detective. 

He  saw  him  change  into  Dick  Dolliver  right  there  before 
his  eyes,  and  then  back  into  Old  King  Brady  again. 

“Is  it  possible?”  he  asked.  “Is  it  really  true,  or  is  it  a 
dream  ?” 

“It’s  all  true,  doctor.” 

“You  were  the  man  who  helped  me  bring  that  load  out 
of  Old  Beeswax’s  den.” 

“I  am  the  man.  You  are  wholly  in  my  power  now.” 

“I  know  it.  You  have  my  papers  and  my  money.  Noth¬ 
ing  can  save  me  from  State’s  prison.  Have  mercy,  Mr. 
Brady !  I  live  on  opium.  In  prison  they  would  deprive  me 
of  it.  If  I  am  sent  up  I  am  as  good  as  dead !” 

“There  is  a  way  out,  doctor.” 

“Name  it !  Name  it !  I  will  do  anything  you  say.” 

“  Turn  State’s  evidence.  Lead  me  and  my  men  back  into 
the  mountains  for  another  load  of  Old  Beeswax’s  mountain 
dew.” 

And  before  Old  King  Brady  left  the  secret  room  he  had, 
as  we  might,  say,  fairly  started  the  raid  on  the  moonshiners’ 
secret  den. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Of  course,  there  was  nothing  doing  in  Old  King  Brady’s 
newly  formed  plan  until  the  following  night. 


Feeling  rather  uneasy  about  Harry  he  sent  one  of  the 
Secret  Service  men  up  the  mountain  to  the  mining  camp. 

The  man  came  back  in  due  time,  reporting  a  great  crowd 
in  the  camp,  and  Young  King  Brady  there  among  the  rest. 

This  satisfied  the  detective. 

He  did  not  imagine  that  Harry  was  destined  to  come  to 
grief  later  on.  But  this,  as  we  know,  was  Young  King 
Brady’s  fate. 

Harry,  lying  in  the  cave,  felt  deeply  chagrined  at  what 
had  occurred. 

He  could  easily  have  slipped  his  bonds — this  was  one  of 
Young  King  Brady’s  great  tricks — but,  as  matters  stood, 
he  saw  no  object  in  doing  so.  He  knew  that  the  cave  was 
securely  guarded,,  and  that  the  door  of  the  room  in  which 
he  lay  was  secured  with  heavy  bolts. 

The  night  wore  on  and  as  Young  King  Brady  lay  there 
on  the  cold  rock  floor  of  his  prison  trying  to  figure  out  in 
his  mind  some  plan  of  escape,  he  was  suddenly  startled  by 
hearing  the  bolts  shot  on  the  outside  of  the  door. 

“My  time  has  come!  They  are  going  to  kill  me  now!” 
Harrv  thought. 

^  t /  cj  , 

He  firmly  believed.it,  but  he  was  mistaken.  There  stood 
the  girl,  Annie,  with  her  finger  at  her  lips. 

“Don’t  speak!  Don’t  make  a  sound!”  she  whispered. 
“I  am  here  to  save  you.  You  helped  me  once;  promise  to 
help  me  again,  and  I  will  take  you  away  from  this  place.” 

“I  will  certainly  do  anything  I  can  for  you,  Annie,” 
whispered  Harry,  not  heeding  the  order  of  silence. 

She  shut  the  door,  and,  kneeling  beside  him,  quickly  set 
him  free,  by  the  aid  of  a  sharp  knife. 

“Listen !”  she  whispered.  “I  suppose  you  are  a  spy.  I 
suppose  you  will  think  me  a  dreadful  girl  for  turning 
against  my  own;  but,  oh,  I  am  so  tired  of  this  life!  My 
poor  mother  is  dead;  my  father  is  a  drunken  brute:  my 
grandfather  is  worse ;  my  uncles  are  all  the  same.  I  have 
been  in  Turtletown.  I  lived  out  in  service  there:  I  have 
learned  better;  I  want  to  quit  this  life.  They  dragged  me 
back  again.  If  I  will  show  you  a  secret  way  cut  of  this 
valley,  will  you  let  me  go  with  you  and — and  see  that  they 
never  get  me  again?” 

Young  King  Brady  seized  both  her  hands. 

“I  promise  you  faithfully  that  I  will  try,”  he  said. 
“Trust  me.” 

“Then  come  now!  There  is  a  secret  passage  out  under 
the  falls.  They  are  all  drunk,  but  Uncle  Zeke,  and  he  is 
on  guard  at  the  wagon  gate.  Now  is  our  time'  to  escape.” 

Harry  rose  and  followed  her. 

The  secret  valley  seemed  deserted. 

A  light  burned  in  the  larger  cave,  and,  looking  in.  he 
could  see  the  Beeswax  boys  lying  around  in  all  positions. 

“Come!  Come!”  whispered  Annie,  catching  him  by  the 
hand.  “Don’t  stop  to  look,  but  just  come  with  me.” 

They  were  hurrying  on  when  suddenly  a  sharp  whistle 
rang  out  upon  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

“Oh.  we  arc  lost !”  gasped  the  girl. 

She  was  terribly  startled. 

Clapping  her  hand  against  her  heart,  she  sank  to  the 
ground  in  a  dead  faint. 
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Harry  was  at  his  wit's  end  to  know  wliat  to  do. 

Desert  her  he  could  not.  Stand  his  ground  he  dared  not, 

and  vet - 

v 

"W  Idle  he  was  thinking  there  came  a  rattle  of  wheels 
and  two  heavy  wagons,  drawn  by  strong  horses, came  rapidly 
up  to  the  cave.  > 

Zeke  Beeswax  ran  ahead  of  them. 

“\\  hat  s  all  this?  he  shouted,  catching  sight  of  Harry. 

I  p  went  the  shotgun.  Unarmed  as  he  was,  Harry 
thought  he  saw  his  end.  But  no! 

Suddenly  a  tall  man  sprang  down  from  the  wagon,  and 
the  brilliant  light  of  a  pocket  electric  lantern  was  thrown 
on  the  scene.  It  illuminated  the  entire  place. 

It  showed  Young  King  Brady  standing  over  the  fallen 
girl;  it  showed  the  mouth  of  the  cave  and  a  still  inside; 
it  showed  Old  Beeswax  and  two  of  his  sons  staggering  out, 
shot  guns  in  hand,  and  it  showed  Harry,  Old  King  Brady, 
who  held  it,  while  a  dozen  of  the  Secret  Service  men  came 
tumbling  out  of  the  wagons  behind. 

“Don’t  touch  that  boy!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady,  cov¬ 
ering  the  moonshiner  with  his  revolver.  “Up  with,  your 
hands,  all  of  you,  as  you  value  your  lives !” 

It  was  all  over  inside  of  two  minutes. 

Old  Beeswax  swore  terribly,  but  he  yielded  just  the  same. 

Bufe  fired  One  shot,  but  he  was  instantly.,  winged  by  Old 
King  Brady,  who  sent  a  bullet  into  his  arm.  Then  the  sur¬ 
render  followed.  The  Secret  Service  men  jumped  into 
business. 

The  Bradys  helped,  of  course. 

They  tied  up  the  Beeswax  boys  and  threw  them  into  the 
first  wagon,  one  on  top  of  the  other,  like  so  much  cord 
wood.  Some  were  too  drunk  to  know  what  was  going  on, 
others  cursed  and  raved. 

Out  of  respect  to  his  years  Old  Bill  was  bound  hand  and 
foot  and  allowed  to  sit  on  the  seat. 

Then  the  Bradys,  with  heavy  hammers,  went  into,  the 
cave  and  broke  up  the  stills  and  let  the  mash  tubs  run. 

All  was  now  ready  for  a  start,  for  Harry  had  carefully 
helped  Annie,  recovered  now,  into  the  other  wagon.  The 
poor  girl  seemed  quite  crushed,  and  never  said  a  word. 

“Trust  me?’  whispered  Young  King  Brady.  “It  shall 
all  be  as  you  wish.” 

Nothing  could  be  found  of  Quasho,  the  deformed  negro, 
who  probably  was  away  at  the  time. 

Pale  and  trembling,  Dr.  Crofut  assisted  in  it  all. 

It  was  he  who  gave  Zeke  the  secret  signal  which  let  the 
wagons  in. 

The  run  down  the  mountain  was  as  rapid  as  it  was  pos¬ 
sible  to  make  it  over  so  rough  a  road. 

The  Bradys  wanted  the  whiskey  in  the  cave,  and  for  this 
it  would  be  necessary  to  return,  as  the  Beeswax  boys  and 
the  Secret  Service  men  made  a  load  for  each  wagon  in 

themselves. 

Leaving  their  prisoners  safe  in  the  old  house,  the  Bradys 
returned  to  the  cave  and  brought  down  the  mountain  dew 

to  the  last  barrel 

ft  -,va -  now  almo-t  train  time,  and  Dr.  Crofut  ran  up  the 
signal  to  -top.  Along  came  the  train  in  due  time. 


It  slowed  up  as  it  rounded  the  curve,  and  stopped  close 
to  the  fence.  ^ 

Dr.  Crofut  sLudufiy  the  cellar  door  as  the  conductor,  leav¬ 
ing  the  caboose,  approached. 

“That  you,  Doc?”  he  called. 

“I  am  here,”  replied  the  doctor. 

“You’ve  got  a  load  for  us?” 

“A  double  load.” 

“What  do  you  mean  by  a  double  load,  Doc?” 

“Step  in  and  see,”  replied  the  doctor,  so  solemnly  that 
the  conductor  might  have  suspected  something  wrong  then. 

The  conductor  stepped  into  the  cellar. 

Out  came  Old  King  Brady’s  electric  lantern. 

“Great  guns!  The  whole  Beeswax  brood  pinched!” 
gasped  the  conductor,  for  there  lay  Old  Bill  and  his  twelve 
sons  all  in  a  row  on  the  floor. 

“Pinched  by  the  Bradys!”  cried  the  doctor.  .“Look 
here !” 

Out  jumped  the  two  detectives  then. 

“Load  on  those  men  and  this  whiskey!”  ordered  Old 
King  Brady,  sternly.  “We  number  twenty  two,  all  told. 
You  railroad  fellows  had  best  make  no  trouble  for  us  Secret 
Service  men.  Kemember,  this  is  a  government  offense !” 

There  was  no  trouble — oh,  no !  The  Bradys  and  their 
backers  had  won  the  dav. 

When  the  train  pulled  out/the  moonshiners  and  their 
whiskey  went  with  it. 

Next  morning  saw  the  liquor  safe  in  a  bonded  warehouse 
and  the  terrible  Beeswax  family  in  jail. 

As  far  as  any  story  goes  that  ended  the  business. 

Great  was  the  turmoil  in  Turtletown  when  the  truth  was 
known. 

1  «  * 

If  Old  King  Brady  had  chosen  to  use  all  the  informa¬ 
tion  contained  in  Dr.  Crofut’s  papers  he  could  have  made 
things  decidedly  warm  for  some  of  the  head  Turtletonians. 

If  the  Bradys  had  openly  appeared  in  that  remote  corner 
of  Tennessee  about  that  time  things  would  undoubtedly  have 
been  made  very  hot  for  them.  But  Old  King  Brady,  in  this 
part  of  the  business,  concluded  to  let  sleeping  dogs  lie. 

“Anyhow,  Mayor  Mutenhed  will  have  his  gold  mine !”  re¬ 
marked  Harry,  while  talking  the  matter  over  with  the  old 
detective. 

“Have  what?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  curious 
grin  on  his  face. 

“I  said  his  gold  mine.” 

“Oh  !  Well,  much  good  may  it  do  him  !” 

“Why,  it  was  real,  governor.  I  panned  out  some  of  the 
gold  myself.” 

“Yes,  yes;  but  while  you  slept  T  salted  the  creek.” 

“Pshaw!”  muttered  Young  King  Brady.  “You’re  a  sly 
one  to  fool  your  partner  that  way.” 

It  was  true,  though,  and  the  great  Turtletown  gold  ex¬ 
citement  died  a  natural  death. 

Mayor  Mutenhed  swears  that  if  he  ever  catches  the 
Bradys  he  will  lynch  them. 

Colonel  Driver  vows  that  nothing  will  ever  satisfy  him 
short  of  burning  them  at  the  stake  in  the  good  old  style. 

But  the  Bradys  fear  no  such  bombastic  boasters. 
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They  would  jump  into  Turtletown  to-morrow  if  duty 
called  them  that  way. 

J  iO' 

The  Beeswax  family  went  to  prison-' foir  the  usual  term 
for  moonshining,  and  the  whole  busineis  received  a  severe 
blow  in  the  Smoky  Mountain  county  for  a  long  time. 

Old  King  Brady  took  Annie  north  and  placed  her  in  a 
convent,  where  she  is  being  carefully  educated  at  the  kind- 
hearted  detective’s  expense. 


Of  course,  the  Bradys  got  the  government  reward. 

Dr.  Crofut  turned  State’s  evidence  and  escaped. 

Sandy  and  Butch  Bladey  went  up  with  the  others, 
and  several  prominent  railroad  men  met  with  the  same 
fate. 

It  will  be  a  long  time  before  people  forget  the  adventures 
of  the  Bradys  and  the  Moonshiners  away  down  in  Ten¬ 
nessee. 

i 


THE  END. 


Read  “THE  BRADYS  IN  BADTOWN;  OR,  THE  FIGHT  FOR  A  GOLD  MINE,”  which  will  be  the  next 

number  (176)  of  “Secret  Service.” 
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By  Howard  Austin. 

176  Joe.  the  Gymnast ;  or,  Three  Years  Among  the  Japs.  By  Allan 

Arnold. 

177  Jack  Hawthorne,  of  No  Man’s  Land ;  or.  An  Uncrowned  King. 

By  “Noname.” 

178  Gun-Boat  Dick ;  or,  Death  Before  Dishonor.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

179  A  Wizard  of  Wall  Street ;  or,  The  Career  of  Henry  Carew,  Boy 

Banker.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford. 

180  Fifty  Riders  in  Black ;  or,  The  Ravens  of  Raven  Forest,  By 

Howard  Austin. 

3  81  The  Boy  Rifle  Rangers;  or,  Kit  Carson’s  Three  Young  Scouts. 
By  An  Old  Scout. 

382  Where?  or,  Washed  into  an  Unknown  World.  By  “Noname.” 

183  Fred  Fearnaught,  the  Boy  Commander ;  or,  The  Wolves  of  the 

Sea.  By  Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

184  From  Cowboy  to  Congressman  ;  or,  The  Rise  of  a  Young  Ranch¬ 

man.  By  H.  K.  Shackleford. 

185  Sam  Spark,  the  Brave  Young  Fireman ;  or,  Always  the  First 

on  Hand.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden. 

186  The  Poorest  Boy  in  New  York,  and  How  He  Became  Rich,  By 

!  N.  S.  Wood,  the  Young  American  Actor. 

3  87  Jack  Wright,  the  Boy  Inventor;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Sunken 
Treasure,  By  “Noname.” 

188  On  Time ;  or,  The  Young  Engineer  Rivals.  An  Exciting  Story 

of  Railroading  in  the  Northwest.  By  Jas.  C.  Merritt. 

189  Red  Jacket ;  or,  The  Boys  of  the  Farmhouse  Fort.  By  An  Old 

Scout. 

190  His  First  Glass  of  Wine ;  or,  The  Temptations  of  City  Life.  A 

True  Temperance  Story.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

191  The  Coral  City ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Cruise  of  the  Yacht  Vesta. 

By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

192  Making  a  Million  ;  or,  A  Smart  Boy’s  Career  in  Wall  Street.  By 

H.  K.  Shackleford. 

193  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Turtle ;  or,  Chasing  the  Pirates 

of  the  Spanish  Main.  By  “Noname.” 

194  Flyer  Dave,  the  Boy  Jockey ;  or,  Riding  the  Winner.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

195  The  Twenty  Gray  Wolves ;  or,  Fighting  A  Crafty  King.  By 

Howard  Austin. 

196  The  Palace  of  Gold ;  or,  The  Secret  of  a  Lost  Race.  By  Richard 

R.  Montgomery. 

197  Jack  Wright’s  Submarine  Catamaran ;  of,  The  Phantom  Ship  of 

the  Yellow  Sea.  By  “Noname.” 

198  A  Monte  Cristo  at  18 ;  or,  From  Slave  to  Avenger.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

199  The  Floating  Gold  Mine;  or,  Adrift  in  an  Unknown  Sea.  By 

Capt.  Thos.  H.  Wilson. 

200  Moll  Pitcher’s  Boy ;  or,  As  Brave  as  His  Mother.  By  Gen’l 

Jas.  A.  Gordon. 

201  “We.”  By  Richard  R.  Montgomery. 

202  Jack  Wright  and  His  Ocean  Racer ;  or,  Around  the  World  in 

20  Days.  By  “Noname.” 

203  The  Boy  Pioneers ;  or,  Tracking  an  Indian  Treasure.  By  Allyn 

Draper. 

204  Still  Alarm  Sam,  the  Daring  Boy  Fireman ;  or,  Sure  to  Be  On 

Hand.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden. 

205  Lost  on  the  Ocean ;  or,  Ben  Bluff’s  Last  Voyage.  By  Capt.  Thos. 

H.  Wilson. 

206  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Canoe ;  or,  Working  in  the 

Revenue  Service,  By  “Noname.” 

207  Give  Him  a  Chance ;  or,  How  Tom  Curtis  Won  His  Way.  By 

Howard  Austin. 

208  Jack  and  I ;  or,  The  Secrets  of  King  Pharaoh’s  Caves.  By 

Richard  R.  Montgomery. 
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A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  Revolution. 


By  HARRY  MOORE. 

These  |  [stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful 
account  of  the 'exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  American 
youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives 


for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of  Independence. 


Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter, 
bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 


1  The  Liberty  Boys  of  ’76;  or,  Fighting  for  Freedom. 

2  The  Liberty  Boys'  Oath  ;  or,  Settling  With  the  British  and  Tories. 

3  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Work ;  or,  Helping  General  Washington. 

4  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Hand  ;  or,  Always  in  the  Right  Place. 

5  The  Liberty  Boys’  Nerve ;  or,  Not  Afraid  of  the  King’s  Minions. 
C  The  Liberty  Boys’  Defiance  ;  or,  “Catch  and  Hang  Us  if  You  Can.” 

7  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Demand ;  or,  The  Champion  Spies  of  the 

Revolution.  . 

8  The  Liberty  Bovs'  Hard  Fight;  or,  Beset  by  British  and  Tories. 

9  The  Liberty  Boys  to  the  Rescue;  or,  A  Host  Within  Themselves. 

10  The  Liberty  Boys'  Narrow  Escape;  or,  A  Neck-and-Neck  Race 

With  Death. 

11  The  Liberty  Boys’  Pluck ;  or,  Undaunted  by  Odds. 

12  The  Liberty  Boys’  Peril ;  or,  Threatened  from  all  Sides. 

13  The  Liberty  Boys’  Luck ;  or,  Fortune  Favors  the  Brave. 

14  The  Liberty  Boys’  Ruse  ;  or,  Fooling  the  British. 

15  The  Liberty  Boys’  Trap,  and  What  They  Caught  in  It. 

16  The  Liberty  Boys  Puzzled ;  or,  The  Tories’  Clever  Scheme. 

17  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Stroke;  or,  Capturing  a  British  Man-of- 

War. 

18  The  Liberty  Boys’  Challenge ;  or,  Patriots  vs.  Redcoats. 

19  The  Liberty  Boys  Trapped ;  or.  The  Beautiful  Tory. 

20  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mistake ;  or,  “What  Might  Have  Been.” 

21  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fine  Work  ;  or,  Doing  Things  Up  Brown. 

22  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Bay ;  or,  The  Closest  Call  of  All. 

23  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Their  Mettle ;  or,  Making  It  Warm  for  the 

Redcoats. 

24  The  Liberty  Boys’  Double  Victory  ;  or,  Downing  the  Redcoats  and 

Tories. 

25  The  Liberty  Boys  Suspected  ;  or,  Taken  for  British  Spies. 

26  The  Liberty  Boys’  Clever  Trick ;  or,  Teaching  the  Redcoats  a 

Thing  or  Two. 

27  The  Liberty  Boys’  Good  Spy  Work ;  or,  With  the  Redcoats  In 

Philadelphia. 

28  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  Cry  ;  or,  With  Washington  at  the  Brandy¬ 

wine. 

29  The  Liberty  Boys’  Wild  Ride ;  or,  A  Dash  to  Save  a  Fort. 

30  The  Liberty  Boys  in  a  Fix  ;  or,  Threatened  by  Reds  and  Whites. 

31  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Contract ;  or,  Holding  Arnold  in  Check. 

32  The  Liberty  Boys  Shadowed ;  or,  After  Dick  Slater  for  Revenge. 

33  The  Liberty  Boys  Duped  ;  or,  The  Friend  Who  Was  an  Enemy. 

34  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fake  Surrender ;  or,  The  Ruse  That  Succeeded. 

35  The  Liberty  Boys’  Signal ;  or,  “At  the  Clang  of  the  Bell.” 


36  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Work ;  or,  Risking  Life  for  Liberty’! 

Oft  Q  SC. 

37  The  Liberty  Boys’  Prize,  and  How  They  Won  It. 

38  The  Liberty  Boys’  Plot ;  or.  The  Plan  That  Won. 

39  The  Liberty  Boys’  Great  Haul ;  or,  Taking  Everything  in  Sight. 
49  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flush  Times;  or,  Reveling  in  British  Gold. 

41  The  Liberty  Boys  in  a  Snare ;  or,  Almost  Trapped. 

42  The  Liberty  Boys’  Brave  Rescue ;  or.  In  the  Nick  of  Time. 

43  The  Liberty  Boys’  Big  Day  ;  or,  Doing  Business  by  Wholesale. 

14  The  Liberty  Boys’  Net ;  or,  Catching  the  Redcoats  and  Tories. 

45  The  Liberty  Boys  Worried ;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Dick  Slater. 

46  The  Liberty  Boys’  Iron  Grip  ;  or,  Squeezing  the  Redcoats. 

47  The  Liberty  Boys’  Success ;  or,  Doing  What  They  Set  Out  to  Do. 
4,8  The  Liberty  Boys’  Setback ;  or,  Defeated,  But  Not  Disgraced. 

49  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Toryville ;  or,  Dick  Slater’s  Fearful  Risk. 

50  The  Liberty  Boys  Aroused ;  or,  Striking  Strong  Blows  for  Liberty 

51  The  Liberty  Boys’  Triumph ;  or,  Beating  the  Redcoats  at  Their 

Own  Game. 

52  The  liberty  Boys’  Scare ;  or,  A  Miss  as  Good  as  a  Mile. 

53  The  Liberty  Boys’  Danger  ;  or,  Foes  on  All  Sides. 

54  The  Liberty  Boys’  Flight ;  or,  A  Very  Narrow  Escape. 

55  The  Liberty  Boys’  Strategy ;  or,  Out-Generaling  the  Enemy. 

56  The  Liberty  Boys’  Warm  Work ;  or,  Showing  the  Redcoats  How 

to  Fight. 

57  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Push”  ;  or,  Bound  to  Get  There. 

58  The  Liberty  Boys’  Desperate  Charge ;  or,  With  “Mad  Anthony” 

at  Stony  Point. 

59  The  Liberty  Boys’  Justice,  And  How  They  Dealt  It  Out. 

60  The  Liberty  Boys  Bombarded  :  or,  A  Very  Warm  Time. 

61  The  Liberty  Boys’  Sealed  Orders ;  or,  Going  it  Blind. 

62  The  Liberty  Boys’  Daring  Stroke ;  or,  With  “Light-Horse  Harry” 

at  Paulus  Hook. 

63  The  Liberty  Boys’  Lively  Times  ;  or,  Here,  There  and  Everywhere. 

64  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Lone  Hand”  ;  or,  Fighting  Against  Great 

Odds. 

65  The  Liberty  Boys’  Mascot;  or,  The  Idol  of  the  Company. 

66  The  Liberty  Boys’  Wrath  ;  or,  Going  for  the  Redcoats  Roughshod. 

67  The  Liberty  Boys’  Battle  for  Life ;  or,  The  Hardest  Struggle  of 

All. 

68  The  Liberty  Roys’  Lost :  or,  The  Trap  That  Did  Not  Work. 

69  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Jonah”;  or.  The  Youth  Who  “Queered”  Everything. 

70  The  Liberty  Boys’  Decoy;  or.  Baiting  the  British. 

71  The  Liberty  Boys  Lured;  or,  The  Snare  the  Enemy  Set. 

1  7 2  The  Liberty  Boys  ’Ransom;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  the  Tory  Outlaws. 
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THE  STAGE. 

N  It.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BOOK.  Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 

tins  wonderful  little  book. 

\  13.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 

(  ,ng  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 

and  Irish.  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No  4o.  THE  ROYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MUI.DOON'S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It. 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon.  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

\  7!>.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.—  Containing  com¬ 

plete  instructions  bow  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage  :  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
s  enic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  SO.  GFS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK.— Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  okes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  Id.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN— C  ontaining 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  hook  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK.— One  of  the  most  instructive  hooks 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters  ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE.— It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY7. — A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  : 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
•  •to.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
lust  rations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bv  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fnllv  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAIN  IV!  ENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art.  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
<»f  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.—  A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
tb'1  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  .52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage,  Casino.  Forty-five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 
No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.-  Containing  over  three  hun¬ 


dred  interesting 
c<JmpJste  book. 


puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key 
Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  Become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE —Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  tho  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  are 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  ib  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  whteh  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  Yrou  cannot  he  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  IIOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  stjiare 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen- 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS.— Containing  full  instruction  1b  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. — One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  majfe  and 


female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless, 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


Read  this  book 


to  same.  A 
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ETIQUETTE. 

HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE, 
ife  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires 
There’s  happiness  in  it. 

IIOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
tr iette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
or  appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  halls,  the  theatre,  church 
and  it.  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 
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